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Ventidius, 


Scarus, 


Demetrius, 


Agrippa, 


Proculeius, 


Alexas, 
Mardian, 


Charmain, 


Dramatis Perſona. 


Antony. 
© Octavius .. 
Lepidus. 

Sex. Pompeius. 
Eadbarbus, 


Canidius, 
Eros, 


Decretas, 


* and Followers of Antony. 


5 to Cefir. 


Erin to Pompey. 


Philo, 
Mecænas, 


Dolabella, 


Thidias, 
Gallus, 
Menas, 
Menecrates, 
Varrius, 


Servants to C. leopatra. 


Diomedes, 
A Soothhſayer. 
Clown. 


Cleopatra, Oneen of Egyp 
Octavia, Sifter to Cel, _ Wife to 1 


5 
Iras, 5 Ladies attending on Cleopatra. 


Ambaſſadors from Antony to Czar, Captains, Sol- 


diers, Meſſengers, and other Aitendants. 
The SCENE lyes in ſeveral Parts of the 
| Roman 5 id 
e » livery 
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ACT I. SCENE : 
8 C E NE Alexandria 11 Egypt C 

GT” Enter Demetrius and Philo. v 
; | „ 1.08, 

S » » AAN, but this Dotage of our General 

Jo OY Nee O'erflows the Meaſure thoſe his good- 

MY Sl: ly Eyes, 
5 ; That o'er the Files and Muſters of the 

7 War, 

For Have glow” d like plated Mars, nov 


| bend, now turn 
The Office and Devotion of their View 

Upon a Tawny Front. His Captain's Heart, 
Which in the Scuffles of great Fights hath burft 
The Buckles on his Breaſt, reneges all Temper, 
And is become the Bellows and the Fan 

To cool a Gyphes Luſt. Look where they come! 


Enter Antony and Cleopatra, her Ladies; the Train, with 
| Eunuchs fanning her. 


| Take but good Note, and you ſhall fee him, 
The triple Pillar of the World, transform'd 
Into a Strumpet's Fool. Behold and ſee. 
Cleo. If it be Love indeed, tell me how much? 


A 2 Au. 


4 * Al and Cleopatra. 


Ant. There s beggary in the Love that can be reckon d. 


Cleo. I'll ſet a bourn how far to be belov'd. 


Ant. Then muſt thou needs find out new Heav'n, new 


Earth, 
| Enter a Meſſeng © 
22 News, my good Lord, from Rome. 
Ant. Rate me the Sum. 
Cleo. Nay hear them Antony. 
Fulv ia perchance is angry; or who knows, 
If the ſcarce-bearded Ceſar have not ſent 
His powerful Mandate to you. Do this, or this; 
Take in that Kingdom, and infranchiſe that; 
Perform't, or elſe we damn thee. 
Ant. How, my Love? 
Cleo. Perchance, nay, and moſt like, 
You muſt not ſtay here longer, your Diſmiſſion 
Is come from Cæſar, therefore hear it Anton). 
Where's Fulvia's Proceſs? Ceſar's, I would fay both? 
Call in the Meſſengers ; as I am Zgypt's Queen, 
Thou bluſheſt Antony, and that Blood of thine 
ls Caſar's Homager : Elſe ſo thy Cheeks pay Shame, 
When ſhrilld tongu'd Fluvia ſcolds. The Meſſengers. 
Ant. Let Rome in Dyer melt, and the wide Arch 
Of the rais'd Empire fall; here is my Space, 
Kingdoms are Clay; our dungy Earth alike 
Feeds Beaſt as Man; the Nobleneſs of Life 


7 Is to do thus; whon ſuch a mutual Pair, 


And ſuch a twain can do't; in which 1 bind, 
On Pain of Puniſhment, the World 1 to weet 
We ſtand up Peerleſs. , 
Cleo. Excellent Falſhood! 
Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her? 
I' ſeem the Fool I am not. Antony will be himſclf. 
Ant. But ſtirr'd by Cleopatra, 
Now. for the Love of Love, and his ſoft Hours, 


| Let not confound the Time with Conference harſh ; 


There's not a Minute of our Lives ſhould ſtretch 
Without ſome Pleaſure now: What ſport to Night! ? 
Cleo, Hear the Ambaſſadors. 


. - 


Antony and Cleopatra 5 

Ant. Fie wrangling Queen 
Whom every thing becomes, to chide, to laugh, 

To weep; whoſe every Paſſion fully ſtrives 
To make it {elf in thee fair and admir'd. 
No Meſſenger but thine, and all alone | 
To Night we'll wander through the Streets, and note 
The qualities of People. Come, my Queen, 
Laſt Night you did deſire it. Speak not to us. 

[ Exeunt with their Train. 

Dem. Is Ceſar with Antonius priz'd ſo flight ? 

Phil. Sir, ſometimes when he is not Antony, 

He comes too ſhort of that great Property 
Which ſtill ſhould go with Antony. 

Dem. I am full forry that he approves the common 
Liar, who thus ſpeaks of him at Rome; but I will hope of 
better Deeds to Morrow. Reſt you happy. [ Exett, 

Enter Enobarbus, Charmian, Iras, Alexas, and a 
Soothſayer. 

Char. L. Alexas, ſweet Alexas, moſt any thing Alexas, 
almoſt moſt abſolute Alexas, where's the Soothſayer that 
you prais'd to the Queen? Oh! that I knew this Huit- 


band, which you ſay, muſt change his Horns with Gar- 
lands. 


Alex. Soothſayer, A 
| Sooth. Your Will? 
Char, Is this the Man? Is't you, Sir, that know things? : 
Sooth. In Nature's infinite Book of Secrecy, a litus 
em read. 
Alex. Shew him your Hand. 
Eno, Bring in the Banquet quickly: Wine enough, 
Cleopatra's Health to drink. 
Char. Good Sir, give me good Fortune. 
Sooth, I make not, but ſoseſee. | 
Char. Pray then, foreſee me one. 
Soth. You ſhall be yet far fairer than 92 are. 
Char. He means in Fleſh. 
Iras. No, you ſhall paint when you are old. 
Char. Wrinkles forbid. 


Alex. Vex not his Patience, be attentive. 
Sur. Huſh! _ 
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Sooth. You ſhall be more beloving than beloved. 
Char. J had rather heat my Liver with EI 
Alex, Nay, hear him. 
Char. Good now, ſome excellent Fortune. Let me be 
marricd to three Kings in a Forenoon, and Widow them 


all; let me have a Child at fifty, to whom Herod of Fewry 


may do Homage. Find me to marry me with Octavius 
Cæſar, and companion me with my Miſtreſs. - 
Sooth. You ſhall out-live the Lady whom you ſerve. 
Char. Oh excellent, I love long Life better than Figs. 
Sooth. You have ſeen and proved a fairer former For- 


tune, than that which is to ap prowl, 


Char. Then belike my Children ſhall have no Nantes; 
Prithee how many Boys and Wenches muſt I have? 
Sooth. If every of your Wiſhes had a Womb, 


And foretel every With, a Million. 


Char. Our Fool 1 forgive thee for a Witch. 
Alex, You think none but your Sheets are privy to 
your Wiſhes. 
Char. Nay come, tell Iras hers. 


Alex. Well know all our Fortunes. 


Eno. Mine, and moſt of our Fortunes to Night, wal 
be to go drunk to Bec. 

Iras. There's a Palm preſages Chaſtity, if nothing elſe. 

Char. Een as the o'erflowing Nilus preſageth Famine, 

Iras. Go you, wild Bedicllow, you cannot Soothſay. 

Char. Nay, if an oily Palm be not a fruitful Prognoſti- 
cation, I cannot ſcratch mine Ear. Prithee tell her but a 
Workyday Fortune, 

Sooth. Your Fortunes are alike. | 

Iras. But how, but how —— give me Particulars. 

Sooth, J have ſaid. 

tras. Am I not an Inch of Fortune better than ſhe ? 

Char. Well if you were but an Inch of Fortune better | 


than I; where would you chuſe it? 


Iras. Not in my Huſband's Noe. 

Char. Our worſer Thoughts Heavens mend. 

Alex. Come, his Fortune, his Fortune. Oh let him 
marry a Woman that cannot go, ſweet Iſis, I beſeech thee, 
and let her die too, and give him a worſe, and let low | 

ollow 


Antony and Cleopatra. 7 
follow worſe, till the worſt of all follow him laughing to 
his Grave, Fifty-fold a Cuckold. Good Tjs, hear me this 
Prayer, though thou deny me a Matter of more Weights 5 
good Ts, I beſzech thee. 

Char. Amen. Dear Goddeſs, hear that Prayer of-the 
People. For, as it is a heart-breaking to ſee a handſome 
Man looſe-wiv'd, fo it is a deadly Sorrow, to behold a 
foul Knave uncuckolded; therefore dear Js, keep deco- 
rum, and fortune him accordingly. 

Iras. Amen. | 

Alex. Lo now, if it lay in their Hands to make me a 


Cuckold, they would make themſelves Whores, but 
they'd dot. 


Euter Cleopatra, 
Eno. Huſh, here comes dntory, 
Char. Nor wn the Queen. 
Cleo. Saw y my Lord? 
Eno. No. L Ul 
Cleo. Was = 901 1 
Char. No, Mag: 5 


Cleo. He Was Glposd to Muth, but on the ſudden 
A Roman Thought had ſtruck him. Enobarbus. 

Eno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither; where's Alexast. 

Alex. Here at your Service, my Lord approaches. 

Enter Antony with 2 Meſſenger and Attendants. 

Cleo. We will not look upon him; go with us. | Exeunt: 

Meſ. Fulvia thy Wife, firſt came into the Field. 

Ant. Againſt my Brother Lucius? 

Meſ. Ay, but ſoon that War had end, and the tunen ſtate 
Made Friends of them, jointing their Force gainſt Caſar, 

Whoſe better Iſſue in the War 'of Italy, 
Upon the firſt Encounter drave them. 

Ant. Well, what worſt ? 

Meſ. The Nature of bad News infe&s the Teler. 

Ant. When it concerns the Fool or Coward 3 on. 
Things that are paſt, are done, with me. Tis thus, 
Who tells me true, though in che Tale lye Death, 

J hear him as he flatter'd. 
223 Labienus, this i ls ſtiff News, 


A 4 e Hath: 


- - 
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** 


And to Ionia, whilſt 
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Hath, with his Parthian Force, extended Aſia; 
From Euphrates his conquering 
Banner ſhook, from Syria to Lydia, 


Ant. Antony thou would'ſt ſay. 
 Meſ. Oh, my Lord. 
Aut. Speak to me home, mince not the general Tongue, 
Name Cleopatra as ſhe's call'd in Rome. 
Rail thou in Fulvia's Praiſe, and taunt my Faults 
With ſuch full Licence, as both Truth and Malice 
Have Power to utter. Oh then we bring forth Weeds, 
When our quick Winds lye ſtill, and our Ills told us 
Is as our Earing; fare thee well a while. 
 Meſ. At your noble Pleaſure. = 
Ant. From Scicion how the News? Speak there. 
Meſ. The Man from Scicion, is there ſuch an one? 
Attend. He ſtays upon your Will. 
Ant. Let him appear 
Theſe ſtrong Egyptian Fetters 1 muſt break, 
Or loſe my ſelf in Dotage. What are you? 
Enter another Meſſenger with a Leiter. 
2 Me. Fulvia thy Wife is dead. 
Ant. Where died ſhe? _ 
2 Mef. In Scicion, her length of Sickneſs 


With what elſe more ſcrious, 


Importeth thes to know, this bears. 

Ant. Forbear me. 
There's a great Spirit gone, thus did I deſire it. 
What our Contempts do often hurl from us, 
We wiſh it ours again; the preſent Pleaſure, 


By Revolution lowring, does become 
The oppoſite of it ſelf; ſhe's good being gone, 


The Hand could pluck her back, that ſhov'd her on. 
I muſt from this Ægyptian Queen break off. _ 
Ten thouſand Harms, more than the Ills I know | 
My Idleneſs doth hatch. How now Enobarbus | 2 
| Enter Enobarbus. | 
Eno. What's your Pleaſure, Sir? 
Ant. I muſt with haſte from hence. 3 
Eno. Why then we kill all our Women, We ſce how 
| mort 


mortal an Unkindneſs is to them, if they ſuffer our De- 
parture, Death's the word. | ; 

Ant. 1 muſt be gone. 

Eno. Under a compelling occaſion, let Women die. It 
were pity to caſt them away for nothing, though between 
them and a great cauſe, they ſhould be eſteem'd nothing. 
Cleopatra catching but the l-aſt noiſe of this dies inſtantly; 
i have ſeen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment; 
do think there is Mettle in Death, which commits ſome 
loving act upon her, ſhe hath ſuch a Celerity in Dying. 

Ant. She is cunning paſt Man's Thought. 

Ena. Alack, Sir, no, her Paſſions are made of nothin 


but the fineſt part of pure Love, Wecannot call her Winds 


and Waters, Sighs and Tears: And yet they are greater 
Storms and Tempeſts than Almanacks can report. This 
« annot be cunning in her: if it be, ſhe makes a Show'r 
ot Rain as well as Jove. 

Ant. Would 1 had never ſcen her. | 

Eno. Oh Sir, you had then left unſeen a wonderful 
Piece of Work, which noi to have been bleſs'd withal, 
would have diſcredited your Travel, | 

Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Sir! 

Aut. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvin? | 

Ant. Dead. | | 

Eno. Why Sir, give the Gods a thank tu! Sacrifice; when 
it pleaſeth rheir Deities to take the Wire of a Man from 
him, it ſhews to Man the Tailors of the Earth: Com forting 
him therein, that when old Robes are worn out, there are 
Members to make new. If there were no more Women but 
Fulvia, then had you indeed a cut, and the caſe were to be 
lamented : This Grief is crowned with Conſolation, your 
old Smock brings forth a new Petticoat, and indeed the 
Tears live in an Onion, that ſhould water this Sorrow. 


Ant. The Buſineſs ſhe hath broach'd here in the State, 


Cannot endure my Abſence. 
Eno, And the Buſineſs you have broach'd here cannot be 
without you, eſpecially that of Cleopatra's, which wholly 
depends on your Abode. ; 1 
| | . Ant. 
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10 Antony and Cleopatra. 

Ant. No more like Anſwers: Let our Officers 
Have notice what we purpoſe. I ſhall break 
The cauſe of our Expedience to the Queen, 
And get her Love to part. For not alone 
The Death of Fulvia, with more urgent Touches 
Do ſtrongly ſpeak to us, but the Letters too 


Of many contriving Friends in Rome, 


Petition us at home. Sextus Pompeius 

iath giv'n the Dare to Cæſar and commands 
The Empire of the Sea. Our ſlipp'ry People, 
Whoſe Love's never link'd to the Deſerver, 
Till his Deſerts are paſt, begin to throw 


Pompey the Great, and all his Dignities, 


Upon his Son; who high in Name and Pow'r, 
Higher than both in Blood and Life, ſtand up 


For the main Soldier; Whoſe Quality going on, 


The fides o'th World may danger. Much is breeding. 


Which like the Courſer's Hair, hath yet bur Life, 


And not a Serpent's Poiſon. Say our Pleaſure, 


To ſuch whoſe place is under us, require, 
Our quick Remove from hence. 


Eno. I ſhall dot. Exeunt. 
Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Alexis, and Iras. 
Cleo. Where is he? 
Char. I did not ſee him ſince. 
Cleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he dos : 
Idid not ſend you. If you find him fad, 
Say Jam dancing: If in Mirth, report | 
That I am ſudden fick. Quickly, and return. 
Char. Madam, mcthinks if you did love him dearly, 
You do not hold the method, to enforce 


The like from him 


Cleo. What ſhould I do, I do not? 
Char. In each thing give him way, eroſs him in nothing 
Cleo. Thou teacheſt like a Fool: the way to loſe him: 
Char. Tempt him not, ſo, too far. I wiſh, forbear, 


In time we hate that which we often fear. 


| Enter Antony, 
But here comes Autom. 
Ceo. lam fick and ſulten, 
5 Ant. 


Antony and Cleopatra. IT 


Ant. Tam ſorry to give Breathing to my purpoſe. 
Cleo. Help me away, dear Charmian, I fhall fall, 


It cannot be thus long, the Sides of Nature ſ See ming to faint. 


Will not ſuſtain it. | 
Ant. Now, my deareſt Queen. 
Cleo. Pray you ſtand farther from me. 
Ant. What is the matter ? 


Cleo. I know by that ſame Eye there's ſome good News. 


What ſays the marry'd Woman? you may go; 
Would ſhe had never given you leave to come; 
Let her not ſay tis I that keep you here, 
I have no Pow'r upon you: Hers you are. 

Ant. The Gods beſt know. _ 

Cleo. Oh never was there Queen 
So mightily betrayed; yet at the firſt 
I ſaw the Treaſons planted. _ 

Ant. Cleopatra, 

Cleo. Why ſhould I think you can be mine, and true, 
Though you with ſwearing ſhake the throned Gods, 
Who have been falſe to Fulvia? Riotous Madneſs! 
To be entangled with theſe Mouth-made Vows, 
Which break themſelves in ſwearing. 

Ant, Moſt ſweet Queen. 5 

Cleo. Nay pray you ſeek no colour for your going, 
But bid farewel, and go: When you ſued ſtaying, 
Then was the time for Words: No going then, 
Eternity was in our Lips, and Eyes, 

Bliſs in our Brows bent, none our Parts ſo poor, 
But was a Race of Heav'n. They are fo {til}, 
Or tho:: the greateſt Soldier of the World, 
Art turn'd the greateſt Liar. 

Ant. low now, Lady? 


Cho. 1 would I had thy Inches, thou fhould'ſt know 


There were a Heart in Zgype.: 
Ant. Hear me, Queen; 
The ſtrong Neceſſity of Time, commands 
Our Services awhile; but my full Heart 
Remains in uſe with you. Our Italy 
- Shines o'er with civil Swords ; Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his Approaches to the Port of Rome. 
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12 Antony and Cleopatra. 

Equality of two Domeſtick Pow'rs, ? 
Breed ſcrupulous Faction; the hated, grown to Strength, 
Are newly grown to Love; the condemn'd. Pompey, 
Rich in his Father's Honour, Creeps apace, 

Into the Hearts of ſuch, as have not thriv'n 

Upon the preſent State, whos Numbers threaten, 

And Quietneſs grown ſick of reſt, would purge 

By any deſperate Change. My more particular, 

And that which moſt with you ſhould ſaye my going, 


Is Fulvia's Death. 


Cleo. Tho' Age from Folly could not give me freedom, 
It does from Childiſhneſs. Can Fulvia die? | 
Ant. She's dead, my Queen. 
Look here, and at thy Sovereign leiſure read 
The Garboyis ſhe awak'd; at the laſt, beſt. 
Sce when, and where ſhe 8 
Cleo. O moſt falſe Love! 
Where be the ſacred Viols thou ſhould'ſt fil 
With forrowful Water? Now I ſee, I ſee, 
In Fulvia's Death, how mine ſhall be receiv'd. 
Ant, Quarrel no more, but be prepar'd to know 
The Purpoſes I bear; which are, or ceaſe, 
As you ſhall give tit Advice. By the Fire 
That quickens Nilus Smile, I go from hence 
Thy Soldier, Servant, making Peace or War, 
As thou affect'ſt. 
Cleo. Cut my Lace, Charmian, come, 
But let it be, 1 am quickly ill, and well, 
So Antony loves. 
Ant. My precious Queen forbear, 
And give true Evidence to his Love, which ſtands 
An honourable Trial. 
Cleo. So Fulvia told me. 
I prithee turn aſide, and weep for her, 
Then bid adieu to me, and fay the Tears 
Belong to #gypt, Good now, play one Scene 
Of excellent diſſembling, and let it al 
Like perfect Honour. 
Ant. You'll heat my Blood; no more. 
Cleo. You can do better yet; but this is meetly. 


Ant. 
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Ant. Now by my Sword 
Cleo. And Target. Still he mends. ; 
But this is not the beſt. Look prithee, elenden 
How this Herculean Roman does become 
The carriage of his Chate. 
Ant. I'll leave you, Lady. 
Cleo. Courteous Lord, one Word: _ 
Sir, you and I muſt part, but that's not it. 
Sir, you and I have lov'd, but there's not it. 
That you know well, ſomething it is I would: 
Oh, my Oblivion is a very Antony, 
And I am all forgotten. 
Ant. But that your Royalty 
Holds Idlencſs your Subjcet, I ſhould take you 
For Idleneſs it ſelt. 
Cleo. Tis ſweating Labour, 
To bear ſuch Idleneſs ſo near the Heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, Sir, forgive me, 
Since my becomings kill me, when they do not 
Eye well to you. Your Honour cails you hence 
Therefore be deaf to my unpitied Folly, 
And all the Gods go with you. Upon your Sword 
Sit lawrelld Victory, and ſmooth Succeſs 
Be ftrew'd before your Feet. 
Ant. Let us go. 
Come: Our Separation ſo abides and flies, 
That thou reſiding here, goeſt yet with me, 
And J hence fleeting, here remain with thee. 
Away. | l Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Rome. 


Enter Octavius Cæſar reading a Letter, Lepidus, and 
Attendants. 


. You may ſee, Lepidus, and henceforth know, 
It is not Cæſar's natural Voice, to hate | 
One great Competitor. From Alexandria 

This is the News; he fiſhes, drinks, and waſtes 

The Lamps of Night i in Revels; Is not more xg 
Es | n 
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Than Cleopatra? nor the Queen of Prolomy 
More Womanly than he. Hardly gave Audience, 
Or did vouchſafe to think he had Partners. You 
Shall find there a Man, whois th Abſtract of all Faults; 
That all Men follow. 

Lep. I muſt not think 
There are Evils enough to darken all his Goodneſs; 
His Faults in him ſeem as the Spots of Heav'n, 
More fiery by Night's Blackneſs, Hereditary, 
Rather than purchaſt; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chuſes. 

Caf. You are too indulgent. Let's grant it is 
Amiſs to tumble on the Bed of Prolomy, 
To give a Kingdom for a Mirth, to fit 
And keep the Turn of Tipling with a Slave, 
Toreel the Streets at Noon, and ſtand the Buffet 


With Knaves that ſmell of Sweat; ſay this becomes him; 


As his Compoſure muſt be rare indeed, 
_ Whom theſe things cannot blemiſh, yet muſt Antony 
No way excuſe his Foils, when we do bear 
So great Weight in his Lightneſs. If he filbd 
His Vacancy with his Voluptuouſneſs ; 
Full Surfeits and the Drineſs of his Bones, 
Call on him for't. But to confound ſuch time, 
That drums him from his Sport, and ſpzaks as loud 
As his own State, and ours, tis to be chid: 
As we rate Boys, who being mature in Knowledge, 
Pawn their Experience to their preſent Pleaſure, 
And fo rebel to Judgment. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 

Lep. Here's more News. | 

Meſ. Thy Biddings have been done, and every Hour, 
Meſt noble Cæſar, ſbalt thou have report 
How tis abroad. Pompe) is ſtrong at Sca, 
And it appears, he is belov'd of tho{- 
That only have fear'd Ceſar : to the Ports 
The Diſcontents repair, and Mens Reports 
_ Give him much wrong d. 
Caſ. I ſhould have known no leſs; 
It hath been taught us from the primal State, : 

$5 | That 
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That he which is, was wiſh'd, until he were: 
And the ebb'd Man, neer lov'd 'till ne'er worth Love, 
Comes fear'd, by being lack d. This common Body 
Like to a Vagabond Flag upon the Stream, 
Goes to, and back, lacking the varying Tide 
To rot it ſelf with Motion. 

Meſ. Caſar, I bring thee Word, 
Menecrates and Menas, famous Pirates, 
Make the Sea ſerve them, which they ear and wound 
With Keels ofevery kind. Many hot Inrodes 
They make in Italy the Borders Maritime 
Black Blood to think on't, and fleſh Youth to revolt, 
No Veſſel can peep forth, but 'tis as ſoon 
Taken as ſeen: For Pompey's Name ſtrikes more 
Than could his War relſiſted. 
- .Cef. Antony, | 
Leave thy laſcivious Vaſſals. When thou once 
Wert beaten from Mutina, where thou flew'ſt 
Hirtius and Panſa Conſuls, at thy Heel 
Did Famine follow, whom thou fought'ſt againſt, 
Though daintily brought up, with Patience more 
Than Savages could ſuffer. Thou didſt drink 
The ſtale of Horſes, and the gilded dine; 
Which Beaſt would coughat. Thy Pallat then did dain 
3 rougheſt Berry on the rudeſt Hedge, 

Yea, like the Stag, when Snow the Paſture ſheets, 
The Barks of Trees thou browſedſt. On the Alps, 
It is reported thou didſt eat ſtrange Fleſh, _ 
Which ſome did die to look on; and all this, 
It wounds thine Honour that 1 ſpeak it now, 
Was born fo like a Soldier, that thy Cheek 
So much as lank'd not. 

Lep. Tis pity of him. 

Ceſ. Let his Shames quickly 

Drive him to Rome: tis time we twain 
Did ſhew ourſelves i'th' Field, and to that end 
Aſſemble we immediate Council, Fame 
Thrives in our Idleneſs. 

Lep. To-morrow Ceſar, 
I ſhall be furniſi'd to inform you rightly, * 

| | | „ | Both 
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Both 1 by Sea and Land, I can be able, 

To front this preſent time. 
Cæſ. Till which Encounter, it ĩs myBuſineſs too. Farewel, 
Lep. Farewel my Lord, what you ſhall know mean time 

Of ſtirs abroad. I ſhall beſeech you, Sir, 

To let me be Pirtaker. 

Ceœſ. Doubt not, Sir, I knew it for my Bond. | Exennt. 


SCENE II. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Mardian. 


Cleo. Charmian. 
Char. Madam. | | 
Cleo. Ha, ha give me to drink Maudragoras. 
Char. Why, Madam? | 
Cleo. That I might ſleep out this great gap of Time, 
My Antony 1s away. 
Char. You think of him too much. k. , 
Cleo. O *tis Treaſon. 
Char. Madam, I truſt not ſo. 
Cleo. Thou, Eunuch, Mardian ? 
Mar. What's your Highneſs” Pleaſure ? 
Cleo. Not now to hear thee ſing. I take no Pleaſure 
In ought an Eunuch has; tis well for thee, 
That being unſeminaried, thy freer Thoughts 
May not fly forth of Zgypr. Haſt thou Aﬀections ? 
Mar. Yes, gracious Madam. 
Cleo. Indeed ? 
Mar. Not in deed, Madam, for I can do nothing 
But what indeed is honeſt to be done: 
Vet have I fierce Affections, and think 
What Venus did with Mars, 
Cleo. Oh Charmian ! 
Where think'ſt thou he is now: > Stands he, or fits he ? 
Or does he walk? Or is he on his Horſe ? 
Oh happy Horſe to bear the weight of Antony ! 
Do bravely, Horſe, for wot'ſt thou whom thou moy'|t ? 
The demy Atlas of this Earth, the Arm 
And Burgonet of Man, He's — ng now, 


Or murmuring, where's my Serpent of old Nile, 

For ſo he calls me; now I feed my ſelf 

With moſt delicious Poiſon, Think on me 

That am with Phœbus amorous pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time? Broad-fronted Cæſar, 

When thou waſt here above the Ground, I was 

A morſel of a Monarch; and great Pompey 

Would ſtand and make his Eyes grow in my Brow, 

There would he anchor his Aſpect, and die 

With looking on his Life. 
Enter Alexas. 

Alex. Sovercign of Ægypt, hail. 

Cleo. How much art thou unlike Mark Antony ? 
Yet coming from him, that great Med'cine hath 
With his Tinct gilded thee. 
How goes it with my brave Mark Antony ? 

Alex. Laſt thing he did, dear Queen, 
He kiſs'd the laſt of many doubled Kifles, 

This orient Pearl, His Speech ſticks in my Heart. 
Cleo, Mine Ear muſt pluck it thence. 

Alex, Good Friends, quoth he, 
Say the firm Roman to great Ægypt ſends 
This treaſure of an Oyſter; at whoſe Foot, 
To mend the petty Preſent, 1 will piece | 
Her opulent Throne with Kingdoms. All the galt, 
Say thou, ſball call her Miſtreſs. So he nodded, 
And ſoberly did mount an Arm-gaunt Steed, 


Who neigh'd ſo high, that what I would have ous 
Was beaſtly dumb by him. 


Cleo. What, was he fad or merry ? 


Alex. Like to the time o'th'Year, between the Extreams 


Of hot and cold, he was not ſad nor merry. 

Cleo. Oh well divided Diſpoſition; note him, 

Note him, good Charmian, tis the Man; but note him, 
He was not ſad, for he would ſhine on thoſe 

That make their Looks by his. He was not merry, 

Which ſeem'd to tell them, his Remembrance lay 

In Xgypr with his Joy; but between both. 

Oh heav'nly Mingle! Be'ſt thou ſad, or merry, 

The Violence of either thee becomes, 
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So do's it no Man elſe. Met'ſt thou my Poſts? 
Alex. Ay, Madam, twenty ſeveral Meſſengers, 


Why do you fend ſo thick? 


Cleo. Who's born that Day, 
When I forgot to ſend to Antony, 


Shall die a Beggar. Ing and Paper, Charmian. 


Welcome, my good Alexas. Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Ceſar ſo? 
Char. Oh that brave Cafar ! 


| Cleo. Be choak d with ſuch another Emphaſis, 


Save the brave Antony. 
Char. The valiant Cefar. 
Cleo. By Its, 1 will give the bloody T a” 


If thou with Ceſar paragon _ 


My Man of Men 
Char. By your moſt gracious Pardon, 


I ſing but after you. 


Cleo. My Sallad Days, 


When 1 was green in Judgment, cola 1 in Blood 
To fay, as I faid then. But come, away. 


Get me Ink and Paper, 
He ſhall have cvery Day ſeveral Greetings, or bl unpeo” 


A —_—_— 4 * 
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Ac I. SCENE 33 
SC E NE in Sicily. 


Enter Pompey,.. Menecrates, and Menas. 


| For. I F the great Gods be juſt, they ſhall aſſiſt | 


The Deeds of juſteſt Men. 
Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 


That which they do delay, they not deny. 


Pom. While we are Suitors to their Throne, decays 


The thing we ſue for. 


Men. We, ignorant of our ſelves, 


| Beg often our own Harms, which the wiſe powers oy 
Heng _ 
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Deny us for our good; ſo find we Profit 
By loſing of our Prayers. 
Pom. I ſhall do well: 
The People love me, and the Sea is mine; 
My Powers are Creſcent, and my arguing Hope 
Says it will come to th' full. Mark Antony 
In Zgypt fits at Dinner, and will make 
No Wars without Doors. Ceſar gets Mony where 
He loſes Hearts; Lepidus flatters both, 
Of both is flatter d; but he neither loves, 
Nor either cares for him. 
Mene, Ceſar and Lepidus are in the Fie!: 1, 
A mighty Strength they carry. 
Pom. Where have you this? *Tis falſe. 
Mene. From Silvius, Sir, 
Pom. He dręams; I Kno they are in Rosie together” 
Looking for Anton ): But all the Charms of Love, 
Salt Cleopatra, ſoften thy wand Lip, 
Let Witchcraft join with Beauty; Luft with both, 
Tie up the Libertine in a Field of Feaſts, 
Keep his Brain fuming; Epicurean Cooks, 
Shan pen with cloyleſs Sawce his Appetite; 
That Sleep and Feeding may prorogue his Honor, 
Even till a lethied Dulneſs 
Enter Varrius. 


How now Varrius ? 

Var. This is moſt certain, that I ſhall deliver: 
Mark Antony is every Hour in Rome 
Expe&ed. Since he went from Ægypt, tis 
A ſpace for farther Travel. 

Pom. I could have given leſs matter 
A better Ear. Menas, I did not think 
This amorous Surfeiter wou'd have donn'd his Helm 
For ſuch a pretty War; his Soidierſhip 
Is twice the other twain : but let us rear 
The higher our Opinion, that our ſtirring 
Can from the Lap of Ægyßt s Widow pluck 
The near Luſt-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 
C/ar and Antony Thai well greet together: : 


His 
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His Wife's that's dead, did treſpaſſes to Cæſar, 
His Brother warr'd upon him, although I think 
Not mov'd by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

How leſſer Enmities may give way to greater. 
Wer't not that we ſtand up againſt them all, 

*T were pregnant they ſhould 2 between themſelves; 
For they have entertained Cauſe enough 

To draw their Swords; but how the fear of us 
May cement their Diviſions, and bind up 

The petty Difference, we yet not know. 

Be't as our Gods will have't; it only ſtands 
Our lives upon, to uſe our ſtrongeſt Hands, 
Come, Menas. | Exil. 


S OE NE II. Rome. 
Enter Enobardus and Lepidus. 


Lep. Good Enobarbus, tis a worthy deed, 
And ſpall become you well, to entreat t Jour Captain 
To ſoft and gentle Speech. 
Eno. 1 ſhall entreat him 7 
To anſwer like himſelf; if Cæſar move bina, 
Let Antony look over Ceſar's Head, 
And ſpeak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter 
Were I the wearer of Antonio's Beard, 
I would not ſhave't to Day. 

Lep. Tis not a time for private Stomaching. 

Eno. Every time ſerves for the Matter that is then born 
| int. 

Lep. But (mall to Sander Matters muſt give way. 
Eno. Not if the ſmall come firſt. 

Lep. Your Speech is Paſſion; but pray you ſtir 
No Embers up. Here comes the noble Antony. 

| Enter Antony and Ventidius. ; 
Eno. And yonder Ceſar. 

1 5 Enter Car, Mecænas, and As. 
Ant. If we compoſe wel. here, to Parthia - 
Hark, Ventidius. 


Ce. I do not know ; Mecanas, aſs Agrippa. 


* 
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Lep. Noble Friends, 
That which combin'd us was moſt great, and let not 
A leaner Action rend us. What's amiſs, 
May it be gently heard. When we debate 
Our trivial Difference loud, we do commit 
Murther in healing Wounds. Then noble Partners, 
The rather, for I earneſtly beſcech, 
Touch you the ſowreſt Points with ſweeteſt Terms, 
* r grow to th' Matter. 

. *Tis ſpoken well: 2 

Wee: we before our Armies and to hight, 
I ſhould do thus. | [Flowriſh, 

Cæſ. Welcome to Rome. 

Ant. Thank you. 

Cæſ. Sit. 

Ant. Sit, Sir. 

Cæſ. Nay then. 

Ant. I = you take things ill, which are not ſo: 
Or bor « concern you not. 

Cæſ. J muſt be laught at. 

It, or for nothing, or a little, I 
Should fay my ſelf offended, and with you 
Chiefly i'th' World. More laught at, that I ſhould 
Once name you derogately : when to found your Name 
It not concern'd me. 

Ant. My being in Zeypt, Ceſar, what was't to you? 

Ceſ. No more than my reſiding here at Rome 
Might be to you in Zgypr: yet if you there 
Did practiſe on my State, your being in Ægypt 
Might be my queſtion. 

Ant. How intend you, practis'd ? * 

Cæſ. You may be pleas'd to catch at my intent, 

By what did here befal me. Your Wite and Brother 
Made Wars upon me, and their Conteſtation 
Was Theme for you, you were the Word of War. 
Ant. You do miſtake your Buſineſs, my Brother never 
Did urge me in his At: I did inquire it, 
And have my learning from ſome true Reports 
That drew their Swords with you. Did he not rather 
Diſeredit my Authority with yours, 


And 
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The Honour is Sacred which he talks on now, 
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And make the Wars alike againſt my Stomach, 


Having alike your Cauſe ? Of- this my Letters 
Before did ſatisfy you. If you patch a quarrel, 
As matter whole you've not to-make it with, 
It muſt not be with this. 
Ceſ. Vou praiſe your ſelf, by laying Defects of Judgment 
to me: but you patch up your Excuſes. 
Ant. Not fo, not ſo: | 
I know you could not lack, I am certain ort, 
Very Neceſſity of this thought, that 1 
Your Partner in the Cauſe gainſt which he fought; 


- Could not with graceful Eyes attend thoſe Wars 
Which fronted mine own Peace. As for my Wife, 


I would you had her Spirit, in ſuch another, 
The third o'th' the World is yours, which with a Snaffle, 
You may Pace eaſie, but not ſuch a Wife. | 

Eno. Would we had all ſuch Wives, that the Men might 


g0 to Wars with the Women. 


Ant. So much uncurbable, her Garboiles Cæſar 
Made out of her Impatience, which not wanted 
Shrewdneſs of Policy too, I grieving grant, 
Did you too much Diſquiet, for that you muſt 


But fay I could not help it. 


Ceæſ. I wrote to you, 
When rioting in Alexandria you 
Did pocket up my Letters; and with Taunts 
Did beg my Miflive out of Audience. 

Ant. Sir, he fell on me, ere admitted: then 
Three Kings J had newly feaſted, and did want 
Of what I was i'th' Morning: but next Day 


I told him of my ſelf, which was as much 


As to have askt him Pardon. Let this Fellow 
Be nothing of our Strife: If we contend 
Out of our queſtion wipe him. 


Cæſ. You have broken 


The Article of your Oath, which you ſh al never 
Have Tongue to charge me with. 


Lep. Soft, Ceſar. 
Ant. No, Lepidus, let him ſpeak, 


Suppoſing 
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Suppoſing that I lackt it: But, on Car, 
The Article of my Oath. 

Cæſ. To lend me Arms, and Aid, when I requir d . | 
The which you both denied. 

Ant. Neglected rather: 

And then when Poiſoned Hours had bound me up 
From mine own Knowledge; as nearly as I may, 
I' play the Penitent with you. But mine Honeſty 
Shall not make poor my Greatneſs, nor my Power 

Work without it. Truth is, that Falvia, 
To have me out of Zgypt, made Wars here, 
For which my ſelf, the ignorant Motive, do 
So far ask Pardon, akin mine Honour 

To ſtoop in ſuch a Caſe. 

Lep. Tis nobly ſpoken. 

Mec. If it might pleaſe you, to enforce no further 
The Griefs between ye. To forget them quite, 
Were to remember, that the preſent need, 

Speaks to attone you. 

Lep. Worthily ſpoken, Mecenas. 
Eno. Or if you borrow one another's Love for the in- 
ſtant, you may when you hear no more Words of Porpey 
return it again : You ſhall have time to wrangle 1n, when 

you have nothing elſe to do. 

Ant. Thou art a Soldier, only ſpeak no more. 

Eno. That Truth ſholl be filent, I had almoſt forgot. 

Ant. You wrong this Preſence, therefore ſpeak no mote. 

Eno. Go to then: Your conſiderate Stone. 

Cæſ. I do not much diſlike the matter, but 
The manner of his Speech: For't cannot be, 

We ſhall remain in Friendſhip, our Conditions 

So differing in their Acts. Vet if I knew, | 
What Hoop ſhould hold us ſtanch, from edge to edge 
Olth' World, I would purſue it. 

Arg. Give me Leave Caſar. 

Cæſ. Speak, Agrippa. 

Arg. Thou haſt a Siſter by the Mother's Side, 

Admir'd Octavia! Great Mark Antony 
Is now a Widower: 
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Ceſ. Say not ſo, Agrippa; if Cleopatra heard you, you 
Proof were well deſerved of Raſhneſs. 

Ant. I am not married, Cæſar; let me hear 
Agrippa further ſpeak. 
Agr. To hold you in perpetual Amity, 
To make you Brothers, and to knit your Hearts 
With an unſlipping Knot, take Anton) 
Octavia to his Wife; whoſe Beauty claims 
No worſe a Huſband than the beſt of Men; 


_ Whoſe Virtue, and whoſe general Graces ſpeak 


That which none elſe can utter. By this Marriage, 
All little Jealouſies which now ſeem great, 
And all great Fears, which now import their Dangers, 
Would then be nothing. Truths would be Tales, 
Where now half Tales be Truths: Her Love to both 
Would each to other, and all Loves to both 
Draw after her. Pardon what I have ſpoke, 
For tis a ſtudied not a preſent Thought, 
By Duty ruminated. 
Ant. Will Ceſar ſpeak *? > 
Ceſ. Not till he hears how Antony is touch's 
With what 1s ſpoken already. 
Ant. What Power is in Agrippa, 
If 1 would ſay Agrippa, be it ſo; 
To make this good? 
Caſ. The Power of Ceſar, 
And his Power unto Octavia. 
Ant. May 1 never 
Io this good Purpoſe, that ſo fairly FURRY 
Dream of Impediment ; let me have thy Hand 
Further this Act of Grace: And from this Hour, 
The Heart of Brothers govern in our Loves, 
And ſway our great Deſigns. 
Cæſ. There's my Hand: 
| A Siſter 1 bequeath you, whom no Brother 
Did ever love ſo dearly. Let her live 
To join our Kingdoms, and our Hearts, and never 
Fly off our Loves again. 5 
Lep. Happily, Amen. 
Ant. 1 did not think to draw my Sword -gainſ Pompey. 
For 
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For he hath laid ſtrange Courteſies, and great 
Of late upon me. I muſt thank him only, 
Leſt my Remembrance ſuffer ill Report; 
At heel of that defy: him. 

Lep, Time calls upon's, 
Of us muſt Pompey preſently be —_— 
Or elfe he ſeeks out us. 

Ant, Where lies he? 

Cel. About the Mount-Miſenum. 

Ant, What is his Strength by Land? 1 

Cæſ. Great, and increafing : 

But by Sea he is an abſolute Maſter, 

Ant, So is the Frame, 

Would we had ſpoke together. Haſte we for it, 
Yet ere we put our ſelves in Arms, diſpateh Ke 
The Buſineſs we have talk'd of, 

Cæſ. With moſt gladneſs. 

And do invite you to my Siſter's View, 
Whither ſtraight I'll lead yon. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, not lack your Company. 

Lep. Noble Antony, not Sickne(s ſhould detain me. 
Exeuxt. 

AI Manent Enobarbus, Agrippa, Mecznas, 

Mee. Welcome from Egypt, Sir. 
Eno. Half the Heart of Cæſar, worthy Mecanas, My 
Honourable Friend Agrippa. 

Agr. Good Enobarbus. 

Mec. We have cauſe to be glad, that Matters are ſe 
well digeſted: You ftay'd well by't in Zgypr. 

Eno. Ay Sir, we did ſleep day out of Countenance, 
and made the Night light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight Wild: boars roaſted whole at a Breakfaſt: 
And but twelve Perſons there, Is this true? 

Eno. This was but a Fly by an Eagle: We had 
much more monſtrous matter of Feaft, which worthi- 
ly deſerved noting. 

Mec. She's: a moſt pant Lady, if Report be 
| ſquare to her. 

Eno. When, ſhe firſt met Mark Antony, ſhe muy up 
ws 1 2 upon e N : | 
Agr. 
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Agr: There ſhe appears indeed: Or my Reporter 


devis'd well for her. 

Eno. I will tell you 

The Barge ſhe ſat in, like a Burniſh- d Throba 

Burnt on the Water; the Poop was beaten Gold, 

Purple the Sails, and fo perfumed, that 

The Winds were Love-ick. 

With them the Oars were Silver, 

Which to the tune of Flutes kept ſtroke, and made 

The Water which they beat, to follow faſter, 

As amorous of their ſtrokes. For her own Perſon, 

It beggar'd all Deſcription; ſhe did lie 

In her Pavillion, Cloth of Gold, of Tiſſue, 

O'er-piſturing that Venus, where we ſee 

The Fancy eut-work Nature. On esch fide ber 

Stood pretty dimpled Boys, like ſmiling Cupids, 

With divers-colour'd Fans, whoſe wind did ſeem 

To glow the delicate Cheeks which they did cool, 

And What they undid did. 

Agr. Oh rare for Antony. | 
Eno. Her Gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many Mer-maids tended her i'th' Eyes, 

And made their bends adornings. At the ales, 

A ſeeming Mer-maid-fteers; the Silken Tackles 


Swell with the touches of thoſe Flower-ſoft Hands, 


That yearly frame the Office, From the Barge 
A ſtrange inviſible Perfume hits the Senſe 
Of the adjacent Wharfs. The City caſt 
Her People out upon her; and Antony 
Enthron'd i'th' Market- place, did ſit alone, 
W hiftling to th' Air; which but for vacancy, 
Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 
And make a gap in Nature. 

Agr. Rare AÆgyptiax? 

Eno. Upon her landicg, Antony ſent to ine, 
Invited her to Supper: She replyed, _ 
It ſhould be better, he became her Gueſt; 
Which ſhe intreated. Our Courteous Antony, 


Whom ne'er, the word of no, Woman heard ſpeak, 


Being barber d ten times 0 er, goes to the Feaſt: 


And 


My. oy 0 Wd 4th ne 


Antony and Cleopatra. 27 
And for bis Ordinary, pays bis — 
For what his Eyes eat only. 
Agr. Royal Wench! 
She made great Ceſar lay his Sword to Bed, 
He, ploughed her, and ſhe cropt. 
Eno. I ſaw her once 
Hop forty Paces through the publick Street. 
And having loſt her Breath, ſhe ſpoke, and panted, 
That ſne did make Defect, Perfection, 
And breathleſs Power breathe forth. 
Mec. Now Antony muſt leave her utterly. 
'Eno., Never, he will not. 
Age cannot wither her, nor Cuſtom ſteal 
Her infinite variety: Other Women cloy 
The Appetites they feed, but ſhe makes hungry, 
Where moſt ſhe ſatisfies. For vileſt things 
Become themſelves in her, that the th Prieſts 
Bleſs her, when ſhe is 'Rigoiſh. | 
Mec, If Beauty, Wiſdom, Modeſty, can ſettle 
The Heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blefled Lottery to him, 
Agr, Let us go. ; 
Good Enobarbut, mike your ſelf my Guat 
Whilſt you abide here. | 
Eno, Humbly, 'Sir, I thank you. 
Enter Antony, Ceſar, Octavia between them. 
Ant. The World, and my great Office, will ſoragrimes 
Divide me from your Bofom, | 
Offa. All which time, 
Before the Gods my Knee ſhall bow in Pray ert 
Io them for you. 
Ant. Good Night, Sir. My Octavia, 
Read not my Blemiſhes in the World's Report: 
1 have not kept my Square, but that to come 
Shall all be done by th* Rule; good Night, dear Ladys 
Octa. Good Night, Sir. 
Ca. Good Night, {Exennt Cæſar and Odaria. 
Enter Soothſayer. 10 
Au. : Now Sirrah! do you wiſh your ſelf in Fgypt ? 


B 2 Soot h. | 
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| ow. Would I had never come from thence, nor you 
thither. | 

Ant, If you can, your Reaſon ? 

Sooth, leeitin my Motion, haye it not in my Tongue; 
But yet hie you to Ægypt again. 

Ant, Say to me, whoſe Forzune ſhall rife higher, 
| Ceſar's or mine? lide. 

Sooth, Cæſar's. Thirdfora,ok A ntony, ſtay not by his 
Thy Demon, that's thy Spirit which 151. thee, is 
Noble, Couragious, High, Unmate hab 
Where Cæſar's is not. But near him thy Angel 
Becomes a Fear; as being o' erpower'd, and therefore 
Make ſpace enough between you, 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee, no more, but when to thee, 
If thou doſt play with him at any. Game 
Thou art ſure to loſe : And of that natural Luck 


He beats thee gainſt the odes. Thy Luſtre thickens, 


When he ſhines by: I ſay again, ny, Mit 
Is all afraid to govern. thee near him 

Bur he alway is noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone: 


Say to Ventidius, I would ſpeak. with 1. Exit Sooth. 


He ſhall to Parthia, be it art, or hap, 

He hath ſpoken true. The very Dice obey him, | 

And in our Sports my better. cunging faints, _ 

Under his Chance; if we draw lots, he ſpeeds; 

His Cocks do win the Battel, ſtill of mine, 

When it is all to naught: And his Quailes ever 

| Beat mine, in hoop'd at odds, I will to-Z#gypt;. 

And though I make this Marriage for my. 49: 

T'th' Eaſt my Pleaſure lies Oh come, Ventidius, 
Enter Venrtidius.. 

You muſt to Parthia, your. CommiGon's n 


Follow me and receiv 't. | Exennts 


Enter Lepidus, Morogh and. Agrippa.. 
Lep. Trouble your, ſelf no rthes; Pray, you haſten 
Your Genera's after. 
Ar. Sir, Mark. Autony. will £ en byt kiſs, Oclavia, 
an. we'll follow, | 


Lep, 
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Lep. Till I ſhall. ſee you in your Soldier's dreſs, 
Which will become you both, Farewel. 

Mec. We ſhall, as I conceive the Journey, be 
At the Mount befofe you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is ſhorter, 
My purpoſes do draw me much about, 
You'll win two Days upon me, 

Both, Sir, good ſucceſs. 


Lep. Farewel, [ Exennt. 


SCENE HI. Alexandria. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Tras and Alexas, 
Cleo. Give me ſome Muſick: Muſick, moody fool. 
Of us that trate in Love, 

Omnes, The Muſick, hoa ! 
| Enter Mardian the Eunuch. 


Cleo. Let it alone, let's to Billiards: come Charmian. 


Char, My Arm is ſore, beſt play with Mardian. 

Cleo. As well a Woman with an Eunuch play'd, 
As with a Woman. Come, you'll play with me. Sir? 
War, As well as I can, V 85 


The Actor may plæad pardon. U none now. 
Give me mine Angle, we'll to th* River, there 
My Muſick pliying far off 1 will betray | 
Tawny-fin Fiſhes, my bended hook ſhall pierce 
Their ſlimy jaws; and, as I draw them up, 

I'll think them every one an Axton), 

And ſay, ah, ha; you're caught. 


Char. 'Twas merry; when you wager'd on your Ange - 
ling, when your Diver di4 hang a ſalt Fiſh on his Hook, 


which he with fervency drew up. 
Cleo. That time !-— Oh times! - — 
I laught him out of patience, and that Night 
1 laught him into patience, and next Morn, 
Ere the ninth Hour 1 drunk him to his Bed: 
Then put my Tires and Mantles on him, whilſt 
I wore his Sword Philippan. Oh from 11-1y. 
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5 30 Antony and i Cleopatra. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 


Ram thou thy, fruitful tidings in mine Ears, 
That Jong time have been barren. 
Xe]. Madam! Madam! 
Cleo. Antony's dead, 3 
Tf thou ſay fe, Villain, thou kill'ſt thy Miſtreſs: 
But well and free, if thou ſo yield him. | 
There is Gold, and here | 
My bleweſt Veins to kiſs; a: Hand that Kings 
Have lipt, and trembled kiſſing. Py 
Meſ. Firſt, Madam, he is well. _ . [we uſe 


Cleo. Why there's more Gold, But, Sirrah, mark, 


To ſay the dead are well: bring me to that, 
The Gold I give thee, will I melt and pour 
Down thy ill- uttering Throat. N 
Mieſ. Good Madam, hear me. 
Cleo. Well, go to, I will: | | 
But there's no goodneſs in thy face. If Antony 
He free and healthful; why ſo tart a favour 

To trumpet ſuch good tidings? If not well, : 
Thou ſhould'ſt come like a Fury crown'd with Snakes 
Not like a formal Man. 
 Meſ. Will't pleaſe you hear me: 


Cleo. I have a mind to ſtrike thee ere thou ſpeak'ſt; | 


Yet if thou fay, Antony lives, tis well, 
Or Friends with Ceſar, or not Captain to him, 
T'll ſee thee in a ſhower of Gold, and hail 
Rich Pearls upon thee, Ss 

Aeſ. Madam, he's well, 
Cleo. Wenne. 
Mefſ. And Friends with Cæſar. 
Cleo. Thour'e an honeſt Man, | 
Meſ. Ceſar and he are greater Friends than ever. 
Cleo Mark. thee a Fortune from me. 5 
Meſ. But yet, Madam hw 
Cleo. 1 do not like but yet, it does allay 
The. good precedence; fy upon but yet, 
But yet, is as Jaylor to bring forth . 
some monſtrous Malefactor. Prithee, Friend, 
Tour out the pack of matter to mine Ear, 


The. 
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The good and bad together : : he's Friends with Cz/ar, 
In State of Health thou ſay'ſt, and thou ſay'ſt, free. 

Meſ. Free, Madam! no: I made no-ſuch ſport, 
He's bound unto Octavia. 

Cleo. For what good turn? 

Me. For the beſt turn i'th' Bed. 

Cleo. 1 am pale, Charmian. 

Meſ. Madam, he's married to Octavia. 

Cleo. The moſt infectious Peſtilence upon thee, 

| [Srrizes him down, 

Meſ. Good Madan, patience. 

Cleo. What ſay you? [Strikes him. 
Hence horrible Villain, or I'll "FER thine Eyes 
Like Balls before me; T Il unhair thy Head: 

[she hales him up and down, 
Thou ſhalt be whirt with Wyre, and ſtew'd in . 
Smarting in lingring pickle. 

Meſ. Gracious Madam, 

I, that do bring the News, made not the Match, 

Cleo. Say 'tis not fo, a Province I will give thee, 
And make thy Fortunes proud: the Blow thou hadſt 

Shall make thy peace, for moving me to Rage, 
And I will boot th-e with that Gi fe be ſide 
Thy Mo-efty can beg. 
Meſ. -'s married, Madam. 


Cle Sue, thouhaft liv'droo long. [Draws a Dagger, 
Mej. N ay then I'll run: 
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What mean yqu, Madam? I have made no fadlt. [ Exit; 1 | 
Char. Goo Madam, keep your ſelf within your ſelf, 1 
The Man is inuccent. 1 
Cleo. Some Innocents 'ſcape not the Thunderbolt: 8 

Melt Zgypt into Nile; and kindled Creatures 1 ; 
Turn all to Serpents, Call the Slave again, "M3 
Though I am mad, I will not bite bim; Call. 1 
Char. le is afeard to come. 1 
Cleo. I will not hurt kim. 14 
Theſe Hands do lack Nobility, chat they ſtrike 1 

A meaner than my ſelf: ſince I my ſelf _ 18 

Have given my felt the cauſe. Come hicher, Sir. 10 
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Jl Antony and Cleopatra. 
|  Re-Enter the Meſſenger. 

Though it be honeſt, it is never good 
Jo bring bad News: give to a gracious Meſſage 
An Hoſt of Tongues, but let ill tidings tell 
Themſelves, when they be felt. . 

Meſ. I have done my Duty. 

Cleo. Is he married? 
J cannot hate thee worſer than J do, 
If you again ſay yes. | 

Meſ. He's married, Madam. 1 

Cleo. The gods confound thee, doſt thou hold there 
Meſ. Should I lie, Madam ? ” Ittill! 
Cleo. Oh, would thou didſt: | 
So half my gypt were ſubmerg'd, and made 
A Ciſtern for ſcal'd Snakes. Go get thee hence, 
Hadſt thou Narciſſus in thy Face, to me 

Thou wouldſt appear moſt ugly: He is married? 
' Me. I crave your Highnels pardon. 
Cleo. He is married? 


Weſ. Take no offence, that I would not offend yeu; 


To puniſh me for what you make me do, 
Seems much unequal : he's marri:d to Offavia. 


Cleo. Oh that his fault ſhould make a Knave vf thee, I 


That art not what thou art ſure of, Get thee hence, 


The Merchandiſes which thou haſt brought from Rome 


Are all too dear for me: 3 
Lye they upon thy Hand, and be undone by em. 
; | | | | Exit. Meſ. 
Char. Good your Highneſs patience, : 
Cleo. In praiſing Antony, I have diſprais'd Ceſar, 
Char, Many times, Madam. 
Cleo. 1 am paid foi't now: lead me from hence, 
I faint; oh Iras, Charmian —— tis no matter. 
Go to the Fellow, good Alexas, bid him 
Report the Feature of Octavia, her Years, 
Her Inclination, let him not leave ut 
The colour of her Hair. Bring me word quickly, 
Let him for ever go — let him not, Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon,. 
The other way's a. Mars. Bid you Alexas 


Bring 
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Bring me word how tall ſhe is: pity me, Charmian, 
But do not ſpeak to me. Lead me to my Chamber. Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. The Coaft of Italy, near 
Miſenum, 


Enter Pompey and Menas at vne Door with Drum and 
Trumpet: At another, Cæſar, Lepidus, Antony, Eno- 
barbus, Mecænas, Agrippa, with Soldiers marching, , 


Pom. Your Hoſtages I have, ſo have you mine; 
And we ſhall talk before we fight. 
Cæſ. Moſt meet 
That firſt we come to words, and therefore have we 
Our written purpoſes before us ſent, 
W hich if thou hadſt conſidered, let us know, 
Tf*twill tie up thy diſcontented Sword, 
And carry back to Sicily much tall Youth, . 
That elſe muſt periſh here. 
Pom. To you all three, 5 
The Senators alone of this great World, 
Chief Factors for the gods. I do not know, 
Wherefore my Father ſhould Revengers want, 
Having a Son and Friends; ſince Fulius Ceſar, 
W ho at Philippi the good Brutus ghoſted, 
There ſaw you labouring for me. What was't 
That mov'd pale Caſſius to conſpire? And what 
Made thee all-honour'd, honeſt Roman Brutus, 
With the arm'd reſt, Courtiers of beauteous freedom, 
To drench the Capitol, but that they weuld 
Have one Man but a Man; and that is it 5 
Hath made me rig my Navy. At whoſe burden, 
The anger'd Ocean foams, with which 1 meant 
To ſcourge th' Ingratitude that deſpiteful Rome - 
Caſt on my noble Father. 
Ceæſ. Take your tine. 3 „ 
Ant. Thou can'ſt not fear us, Pompey, with thy Sails 
We'll ſpeak with thee at Sea. At Land thou kno w'ſt 
How much we doio'ercount thee, . 
Pom: At Land indeed 5 
Thou doſt o' er: count me of my Father's ! ouſe, _ 
B53 33 


34. Antony and Cleopatra; 


But ſince the Cuckoo builds not for himſelf, 
Remain in't-as thou may'ſt.. 

Lep. Be pleas'd to tell us, 

For this is from the preſent. now you talk 


The Offers we have ſent you 

Cæſ. There's the point. 
Ant. Which do not be intreated to, but weigh | 
What it is worth embrac'd. 

Cæſ. And what may follow 
To try a larger Fortune. | 
| Pom, You have made me Offer 
Of Sicily, Sardinia; and 1 muſt 
Rid all the Sea of Pirates ; then to ſend 
Meaſures of Wheat to Rome: this 'greed upon, 
To part. with unhackt edges, and year back 
Our Targets undinted. 
Omnes. That's our Offer. 

pom. Know then I came before you here, a Man 
Prepar'd, to take this Offer, But Mark Antony 
Put me to ſome impatience ; though I loſe 
The praiſe of it by telling. You muſt know 
When Ceſar and your Brother were at blows, . 
Your Mother came to Sicily, and did Hine. 
Her welcome friendly. 
Ant. I have heard it, Pompey, 
And am well ſtudied for a liberal e 
Which I do owe you. 

Pom. Let me have your Hand; 
1.did not think, Sir, to have met you here; 


Ant, The Peds | 1 "the Faſt are ſoft, and thanks to you, | 


That call'd me timelier than my purpoſe hither : 
For I have gain'd by't, 

Cæſ. Since | ſaw you laſt, 
There is a change upon you. 

Pom. Well. I know not | 
What counts hard Fortune caſts upon my race. 
But in my, Boſom the ſhall never come, 
To make my Heart a Vaſlal. 

Lep. Well met here. | 

Pom. I hope ſo, Lepid as, thus we are agreed: 


] 
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1 crave our Compoſition may be Written 
And ſeal'd between us, 

Cæſ. That's the next to do. 

Pom. We'll feaſt each other, ere we part, and let's 
Draw Lots who ſhall begin. 

Ant. That will I, Pompey, 

Pom. No, Antony, take the Lot: 

But firſt or laſt, your fine Ægyptian Cookery © 
Shall have the Fame, I have heard-that Julius Caſas 
Grew fat with-feaſting there, - 

Ant, -You have heard much. 

Pom. I have fair meaning, Sir. 

Ant. And faic Words to them. 

Pom. Then fo much have I heard. 
And ] have heard Apollodorus carried 

Eno. No more of that: he did ” | 

Pom. What, I pray you? | 

Eno. A certain Queen to Ceſar in a Mattrice. 

Pom. I know thee now; how far'ſt thou, Soldier? 

Eno. Well, and well am like to . for I percaive® 
Four Feafts are toward. 

Pom, Let me ſhake thy Hand, 
1 never hated thee : I have ſeen thee Goht, 
W hen I have envied thy Behaviour. 

Eno. Sir, L never lov'd you much, but I ha' prais'd' ye, 
When you have well deſerv'd ten times as much, 
As | have ſaid you did. 

Pom. Enjoy thy plainneſs, 

It nothing ill becomes thee - 

Aboard my Galley, I invite you all. t- 
Will you lead, Lords? | 

All. Shew*s the way, Sir. 

Pom. Come. [Exeunt. Manent Enob. and Menas; : 

Men, Thy Father, Pompey, would ne'er have made 
You and J have known, Sir. [Treaty 
Eno. At Sea, I think. | 

Men, We have, Sir. - 

Eno, You haye done well by Water, 

Men. And you by Land. 
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36 Antony ard Cleopatra: 


Eno. 1 will praife any Man that will praiſe me, though 
it cannot be denied what I have done by Land, 
Men. Nor what 1 have done by Water. 


Eno. Yes, ſomethivg you can deny for your own saſe- 


ty: You have been a good Thief by Sea. 

Men. And you by Land. 

Exo. There I deny my Land Service; but give me 
your Hand, Menas, if your Eyes had Authority, here 
they might have two Thieves kiſſing. late. 

Men. All Mens Faces are true, whatſoe'er their Hands 

Eno. But there is ne'er a fair Woman, has a true Face. 
Mien. No ſlander, they Real Hearts. 

Eno. We came hither. to fight with you. 


Men. For my part, I am ſorry it is turn'd to a drink- 


isg. Pompey doth this Day laugh away his Fortune, 
Eno, If he do, ſure he cannot weep't back again. 
Men. You've ſaid, Sir; welook'd not for Mark An- 

tony here; pray you, is he married to Cleopatra? 
Fno., Ceſar's Siſter is called Octavia. 


Men. True, Sir, ſhe was the Wife of Caius Marcellus, 
Eno. But now ſhe is the Wife of Marcms Antonius. 


Men. Pray ye, Sit. 
Eno. Tis true. . 5 
Aen. Then is Ceſar and he for ever knit together, 


Eno. If I were bound to Divine of this Unity, I 


would not Propheſy ſo. 


Men. I think the Policy of that Purpoſe, made more 


in the Marriage, than the Love of the Parties. 


Eno. I think ſo too. But you ſhall find the band 
that ſeems to tie their Friendſhip together, will be the 
very eſtranger of their Amity : Octavia is of a holy, 


cold, and ſtill Converſation. 
Aen. Who would not have his Wife ſo? 


Eno. Not he that bimfelf is not ſo; which is Mark An- 
tiny, He will to his Zgyptian Difh again; then ſhall. 
dhe ſighs of Octavia blow the Fire up in Ceſar, and, as 1 


ſaid before, that which is the wage of their Am ity, 


| ſhall prove the immediate Author of their Variance. An- 
tenz will uſe his 4 ffection where it is. He married 


tunbis. Occaſion here. 
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Men. And thus it ma be. Come, Sir, will you 
Aboard ? I have a Health for you. 
Eno. I ſhall take, it Sir: we have us'd our Throat i in 
AgYpt. 
Men. Come, let's away... e ee 


SCENE V. n Galley. 


Muſs ck Plays. 


Enter two. or three Servants with a Banquet. . 


1 Ser, Herethey'llbe, Man: fome o' their Plants are 
ill rooted already, the leaſt Wind i'th* World will blow 
them down. 

2 Ser. Lepidus is high-colour'd. 

1 Ser, They have made him drink Alms drink; 

n Ser. As they pinch one another by the Diſpoſition _ 
he cries out, no more; reconciles them to his entreay, : 
and bimſelf to th' drink. | 


| 1 Ser. But it raiſes the greater War between him and 
huis Diſcretion. 
2 Ser. Why this it is to have a Name in great Mens | 
Fellowſhip: I had as lieve have a Reed that will do me 
no Service, as a Partizan I could notheave, 
I Ser, To be call'd into a huge Sphere, and notedbe : 
ſeen to movein't, are the holes . Eyes thouldbe, 
which pitiſully difaſter the Cheeks. | 
Trumpets. 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Pompey, Lepidus, Agrippa, 
Mecznas, Enobarbus, Menas, with other Captains. 
Ant. Thus do they, Sir: they take the low o'th' Nil: 
By certain Scale, i'ah* Pyramid; they khow _ 
By th'height, the lowneſs, or the mean, if Dearth | 
Gr Foizon follow. The higher Nins ſwells 
The more it promiſes; as-it ebbs, the Seedſman 
Upon the Slime and Ooze ſcatters his Grain, 
— ſhortly comes to Harveſt. 


. You've ſtrange 2 there. 
> Ay, Lepidus. 


TL. Your Serpent of Egypt, is bred now of your nd” 
* 
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by the Operation of your Sun ; 3 ſo is your Crocodile, | 
Ant. They are fo... 
Pom. Sirrah, ſome Wine! a Health to Lips. 
Tep. I am not fo well as J. ſhould be: 
But I'll ne'er out. 


Exo. Not till you have lept; I fear me, you'll be in, 


* Ul then. 


| Lep. Nay certainly, I have heard the Prolomy's Pyra- 
miſis are very goodly things; without Contradiction 1 


have heard that. 


Men: Pompey, a Word. 14 2 | 


Pom. Say in my mine Ear, what is't? 
Mien. Forſake thy Seat, I do wen thee, Captain, 
And hear me ſpeak a Word, 

Pom. For me till anon, [Whiſpers in's Ear. 
This Wine for Lepidus. 7 

Lep. What manner o'thing is your Crocodile? 


Ant, It is a p'd, Sir, like it ſelf, and it is as broad as 


it hath breadth; it is juſt ſo high as it is, and moves with 


its own Organs. It lives by that which nouriſheth it, 


and the Elements onee out of it, it tranſmigrates.. | 
Tep. What colour is it of? O 
Ant. Of it's own colour too; 

Lep. Tis a ſtrange Serpent. 

Ant. Tis ſo, oy the Tears of it are wet. 

Caf. Will this Deſcription ſatisſie him? 


Ant. With the Health that Pompey gives him, elle he 


is: a very Epicure, 

Pom. Go hang, Sir, bang! tell me of that ? away! 
| Do as I bid you. Where's the Cup I call'd for? 
Men. If for the ſake of Merit thou wilt hear me, 

Riſe from the Stool. 
Pom. | think thou'rt mad; the matter? 
Men J have ever held my Cap off to thy Fortunes, 


Pom. Thou haſt ſery'd me with much Faith : what ; N 


elſe to ſay? Be jolly, Lords. 
Ant. Theſe. Quick-ſands, Tepidus, 
Keep off them, for you ſink. : 
Men, Wilt thou:be Lord of all the World? 125 
Tan. Want foy' thou? 


Aan . 
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Men. Wilt thou be lord of he whole World? tha: 
Pom. How ſhall that bed twice. 
Men, But entertain it, and though thou think me poor, 
Jam the Man will give thee all "the World. 
Pom. Haſt thou drunk well? , 
Men, No, Pompey, I have kept me from the Cup: 
Thou art, if thou dar'ſt be, the earthly Jove: 
What e'er the Ocean pales, or r Sky inclips, 
Is thine, if thou wilt hat. 
Pom. Shew me which way.” | 
Men, Theſe three World-Sharers, theſe Competitors. | 
Are in thy Veflel. Let me cut the Cable. 
And when we are put off, tall to their Throats : . 
All there is thine. . 
Pom, Ay, this thou ſhouldſt have done, 5 
And not have ſpoken on't. In me *tis Villany, 
In thee *thad been good Service: thou muſt know, 
'Tis not my Profit that does lead mine Honour: 
Mine Honour is, Repent that e'er thy Tongue, 
Hath fo betray'd thine Act. Being done unknown, , 
I ſhould have found it afterwards well done; 
But muſt condemn it now. . Deſiſt, and drink, 
Men. For this Ill rever follow 
Thy pall'd Fortunes more; 
Who ſeeks and will not take, when once tis offer d, 
Shall never find it more. 
Pom. This Health to Lepidas.. Dr: 
Ant. Bear him aſhore, 
| 15 pledge it for him, Pompey. 
Eno. Here's to thee Menas. 
Men, Enobarbus, welcome. 


Pom. Fill 'till the Cup be hic. rpidus. 
Eno. There's a Arrange Fellow, Menas; { Pointing to Le- 
Men. Why? 2 Inot: 


Eno. A bears the third partofthe World, Man! ſeeſt 
Men. The third part then is drunk; would i it were all, 
that it might go on Wheelçs. 
Fno. Drink thou, enereaſe the Reels. 

Men. Come. 


Pom. This i is not yet an Alexantrian Foalt, 


Ant). 
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Ant. It ripens towards it; Hike the Veſſels bos. 
Here's to Caſar. 

Cæſ. I could well forbear t. it's monſtrous Labour 
when I waſh my Brain, and it grows fouler. 

Aut. Be a Child o' th'time. 

Ceſ. Poſſeſs it, 1'Il make anſwer; but I had rather 
faſt from all, four Days, than drink ſo much in one. 
Eno. Ha, my brave Emperor, ſhall we dance now the 
Zgyptian Bacchanals, and celebrate our drink? 

Fomp. Let's ha't, good Soldier, 

Ant. Come let's all take Hands, 1 
Till that the conqueri A Wine bath "_ our Senſe, 
In ſoft and delicate Let 

Eno. All take Hands: 

Make battery to our Ears with the loud Mefick, - 
The white, I'Il place you, then the Boy ſhall ſing 

The holding every man ſhall beat 38 loud, | 

As his ſtrong Sides the volly,, _ 


| Muſick plays, Enobarbus places chem Hand in Hand, 
The SONG. 
Come thou Monarch of thevins, 
Plumpy Bacchus with. pink eyne; 
In thy Fats our Cares be drown'd: 
Wath thy Grapes our Hairs be crown'd. 


Cup us till the World go raand, 
Cup us till the World ge round. 


Caſ. What would you more? Pompey good Night, . 


Good Brother Ry 
Let me requeſt yon off; our graver B els 
Frowns at this Levity. Gentle Lords, let's part, 
You ſee we have durnt our Cherk. Strong Enolarbe 
Is weaker than the Wind; and mine own Ton 
Splits what it ſpeaks: the wild diſguiſe hath almoſt | 
Antickt us all. What heeds more n good Wal. : 
Good Antony, your Hand. 

Pom. I'll try you on the Shore: 

Ant. And ſhall, Sir, give's your Hard. 


Pom 
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Pom. Oh, Antony, you have my Father's Houfe. 
But what, we're Friends? Come down into the Boat. 
Eno, Take heed you fall nor. 
Men. I'Il not on Shoar, 
No, to my Cabin — theſe Drums! 
Theſe Trumpets, Flutes ! what! | 
Let Neptune hear, we bid a loud farewel 
To theſe great Fellows. Sound and be hang'd, ſound out. 
[Sound a Flouriſh with Drums. 
Eno. Hoo ſays a! There's my Cap, | 
Men, Hoa, noble Captam, come. Exeunt. 


ACT ll. SCENE I 
SCENE A Camp. 


Enter Ventidius in Triumph, the dead Body of Pacorus 
borne before him, Roman Soldiers and Attendants. 


* 


Ven, NO darting Parthia art thou ſtruck, and now 
4 L Pleaz'd Fortune does of Marcus Craſſus death 
Make me revenger, Bear the King's Son's Body 
Before our Army; thy Pacorus, Oredes, 
Pays this for Marcus Craſſus, | 
Rom. Noble Ventidins, | | 
Whilſt yet with Parthian Blood thy Sword is warm, 
The Fugitive Parthians follow. Spurn through Media, 
Meſopotamia, and the ſhelters, whither i 
The routed fly. $o thy grand Captain Antony 
Shall ſet thee on tritmphant Chariots, and 
Put Garlands on thy Head, 
Ven. Oh Silius, Silius, | | 

I have done enough. A lower Place, note well, 
May make too great an Act. For learn this, Sins, 
Better to leave undone, than by eurDee d - | 
_ Acquire too high a Fame, when him wef erye's away. 
Caeſar and Antony have ever won he OR 
More in their Officer, than Perſon, Saſns, 58 

| | | | One 
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One of my place-in Syria, his Lieutenant, 
For quick Accumulation of Renown, | 
Which he atchiev'd by th' Minute, loſt his Favour, 
Who does i'th' Wars more than his Captain can, 
Becomes his Captain's Captain: And Ambition, 
The Soldier's Virtue, rather makes choice of Loſs 
Than Gain, which darkens bim. PP 
1. could do more to do Anthonius good, 
But 'twould offend him; and in his Offence, 
Should my performance periſh. ; 
Rom. Thou haſt, Venzidins, that, without the which 
A Soldier and his Sword grants ſcarce diſtinction: 
Thou wilt write to Antony. | 5 
Ven. I' humbly ſignifie what in his Name, 
That magical word War, we have effected: 
How with his Banners, and his well paid Ranks, 
That ne'er-yet beaten Horſe of Parthia 
Wie have jaded out o'th' Field. 
Rom. Where is he now? 
Vie He purpoſeth to Athens; whither with what 

, | | Y 

The weight we muſt convey with's, will permit, 


| We ſhall appear before him. On there, paſs along. [Fxs, 


SCENE II. Rome, 


Enter Agrippa at one Door, Enobarbus at another, | 
Agr, What, are the Brothers parted ? 


Eno. They have diſpatch'd with Pompey, he is gone, 


The other three aie Sealing. Octavia weeps 
To pait from R:me: Cafar is ſad, and Lepidus 
Since Pompey's Feaſt, as Menas ſays, is troubled” 
With the Green-fickneſs, 25 
Agr. 'Tis a noble Lepidus. 
Eno. A very fi e one; oh, how he loves Ceſar. 
Agr, Nay, bot 
Eno. Geſar? why he's the Fupiter of Men. 
Agr. What's Antony, the god of Jupiter? 
Eno. Speak you of Ceſar? Oh! the non-pareil! 
Agr. Oh Antony, oh thou Arabian Bird! 
E:z0, Would you praiſe Cefar, ſay Ceſar, go no further. 
2 | | 15 Agr. 


It how dearly he adores Murk Antony; 


WW 


tad 
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Agr. Indeed he plied them both with excellent Praiſes, 
Eno. But he loves Ceſar beſt, yet he loves Antony: 

Ho! Hearts, Tongues, Figure, Sciibes, Bards, Poets, can- 

not 

Think, ſpeak, caſt, write, ſing, number; ho, 

His love to Antony. But as for Ceſar, 

Kneel down, kneel down, and wonder 
Agr. Beth he loves. 

Eno. They are his Shards, and he their Beetle fo — 
This is to Horſe; adieu, noble Agrippa, . 
Agr, Good Fortune, worthy Soldier, and farewei 
Enter Cæſar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant. No. farther, Sic. 
Cæſ. You take from me a great part of my ſelf: 

Uſe me well in't. Siſter, prove ſuch a Wife 

As my Thoughts make thee, and as my fartheſt Bone 

Shall paſs on thy approf. Moſt noble Antony, 

Let not the piece of Virtue which is ſet 

Betwixt us, as the cement of our Love, 

To keep it builded, be the Ram to batter 

The Fortune of it; for better might we 

Have lov'd without this mean, it « on 2 both parts 

This be not cheriſht, | 
Ant. Make me not offended. 

In your diſtruft, | 

% I have ſaid. 

Ant. You ſhall not find, 

Though you be certain curious, the leaſt cauſe - 

For what you ſeem to fear; ſo the Gods keep your 

And make the Hearts of Romans {erve your Ends; 

We will here part 

Caſ. Farewel, my deareſt Siſter, ies thee well, 

The Elements be kind to thee, and make 

Thy Spirits all of Comfort, fare thee well. 

Oct. My noble Brother! 

Ant. The April's in her Eyes, it is Love's Spring; 
And theſe the Showers to bring ir on; be chearful. 
ct. Sir, look well to my Husband's Houle z and — 
Caf. What Octavia 
Oct, FU tell Ju in. n your: Ear. | 


” * 1 
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Ant. Her Torgue will not obey her Heat“, nor can 
Her Heart inform her Tongue, theSwan' Down- feather, 
That ſtands upon the Swell at full of Tide, 

And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Ceſar weep? 

Agr. He has a Cloud in's Face. 

Eno. He were the worſe for that were he” a Horfe Z ſo 
is he being a Man. 

Agr. Why, Enobarbus? 

When Ar tony found Julius Cæſar dead, 
He cried almoſt to roaring: And he wept, 
When at Philippi he found Brutus ſlain. 
Eno. That Year indeed, he was troubled with a 
Rheum, 
What willingly he did confound, he' wail'd; 
my till I weep too. 
No, ſweet Octavia, | 
vos ſhall hear from me ſtill; the Gy Thall not 
Out-go her thinking on you. . 
Ant. Come Sir, come, +66 
I'll wreſtle with you in my Strength of. Love. 
Look here I have you; thus I let you 80. 8 
it, ive you to the Gods, | ys 
Adieu, be happy. 
2 Let all the number of the Saat give Ligke © 
.To thy fair way, 
Cæſ. Farewel, Farewel, [ Xifſes Octavia. 


Ant, Farewel, Oo [Trumpers ſound, Exeunt. 


8 c E N R III. Alexandria, | 


Enter Cleopatra, 8 Iras, 2 den. | 


Cleo. Where is the Fellow! 
Alex. Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to: come hither, 1 
Enter the Meſſenger as before. 


Alex. Good Majeſty, Herod of Jewry dare not look 


upon you, but when you are well pleas'd. 


Cleo. That He rod's Head, I' have; but ew! When 


Away i is gone, through whom i might command it, 
Come 


Co 


To 
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Come his 17 

Meſ. Moſt. gracious Miel, 

Cleo. Didſt Non behold Octavia ? 

Meſ. Ay, dread Queen, 

Cleo. Where ? 

Meſ. Madam, in Rome, H look her in the Face; 
And ſaw her led between her Brother and 
Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is mne as tall as me: 

Meſ. She is not, Madam. 

Cleo. Didſt hear her ſpeak? is ſhe fhril- tongu' d or low? 
Meſ. Madam, I heard her ſpeak, ſhe is low-voic'd. 

Cleo. That's not ſo. good; he cannot like her long. 

Char. Like her? Oh Iþs ! 'tis impoſſible. [fiſh, 

Cleo. I think lo, Charmian ; dull of Tongue and Dwar- 
Wat Majeſty is in her Gate,? remember 
If e'er thou look'ſt on n 
 Meſ. She creeps; 

Her Motion and her Station are as one: 
She ſhews a Body, rather than 3 Ls 
A Statue, than a, Breather. 

Cleo. Is this certain? 

Meſ. Or 1 have no Obſervance. 

Char. Three id Agygt cannot make better note. 
Cleo. He's very knowing, I do perceive 1 
There's nothing la her yed., 

The Fellow has good Judgment. 
Char. Excellent. i 
Cleo. Gueſs at her Years, I prithee; 

Ale ſ. Z Madam, ſhe was a Widow. 

Clee, Widow? Charmian, hark. | 

Meſ, And I dg.think ſhe's thirty, round: 

Cleo. Bear'fh, thou her Face in Mind? is'c long or 

Meſs. Round even to Faultineſs. 

] Cleo. For the moſt part too, they are fooliſh that are. eſo, 

; Her Hair what Colour? 

Brown, Madam; and her Fore haal 

As as ſhe would with it. 

Cleo. There's Gold for thee, 

:Thon muſt hot take my former charpacſs ill, 


1 
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I will employ thee back again; I find thee 
| Moſt fit for Buſineſs. Go, make thee ready, 
Our Letters are prepar'd. 

Char. A proper Man. 

Cleo. Indeed he is ſo: I repent me much 
That 1 ſo harried him. Why methinks by him, 
This Creature's no ſuch thing, 

Char. Nothing, Madam. 

Cleo. The Man hath ſeen ſome Majeſty, and ſhould 
know, 

Char. Hath he ſeen Majeſty? If is elſe defend! 
And ſerving you ſo long. [ mian: 


Cleo. I have one thing more to ask him yet, good Char- 


But 'tis no matter, thou ſhalt bring him to me 
Where I will write: All may be well enough. 
Char. I warrant you, Madam. 5 5 +” n. 


8 C E N x Iv. Athens. 


| | Enter am and Otavia 
Ant. Nay, Nay, Octavia, not only that, 
That were excuſable, that and thouſands more 
Of ſemblable import, but he hath wag'd | 
New Wars 'gainſt Pompey ; made his Will, and read it 
To publick Ear, ſpoke ſcantly of me; 
When perforce he could not 
But pay me terms of Honour, cold and Bebi 
He vented them; moſt narrow meaſure lent me; 
When the beſt n was given him, he 0 er- 1 
Or did it from his Teetb. 
Oct. Oh, mv good Lord, 
Believe not all, or if you muſt believe, 
Stomach not all. A more unhappy Lady, 
If this diviſion chance, ne'er ſtood between 
_ Praying for both Parts: The goed Gods will mock me, 
When 1 ſhall praying, oh bleſs my Lord and Husband, 
Undo that Prayer, by crying out as loud, 
Oh bleſs my Brother. Husband win, win Brother, 
Prays, and deſtroys the 4d kg no midway _ 
wirt theſe Extreams at all. 


Ant, | 


We 
0 


Jour Heart has mind to. 
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Ant. Gentle Octavia, 

Let your beſt Love draw to that point which ſeeks 

Beſt to preſerve it: If I loſe mine Honour, 1 

I loſe my ſelf; better I were not yours, 

Than yours ſo Branchleſs. But as you requeſted, 

Your ſelf ſhall go betwe:n's; the mean time, Lady, 

I' raiſe the Preparation of a War 


Shall ſtain your Brother, make your ſooneſt haſte 


So your Deſires are yours. 
Oct. Thanks to my Lord, 


The Jove of Power mike me moſt weak, moſt weak, 
Tour Reconciler: Wars *twixt you twain would be, 


As if the World ſhould cleave, and that {lain Men 


should ſodder up the Rifs. 


Ant, When it 2 to you where this begins, 


Turn your Diſpleaſure that way, for our Faults 


Can never be ſo equal, that your Love 
Can equally move with them. Provide your going, 
Chuſe your own Company, and command what Coſt 
Lg 
Eros. There's ſtrange News come, Sir. 
Eno. What, Man? 


Eros. Ceſar and Lepidus have made War upon Pompey, 

Eno, Thi: is old, what is the Succeſs ? 

Eros. Ceſar having made uſe of him in the Wars 
gainſt Pompey : Preſently denied him Rivalty, would 


Enter Enobarbus and Eros. 
Eno. How now, Friend Eros? 


not let him partake of the Glory of the Action, and 
not reſting here, accuſes him of Letters he had formerly 
wrote to Pompey, pon his own Appeal ſeiſes him, fo 
F the poor Third is up, *till Death enlarge his Confine. 


Eno. Then would thou hadſt a pair of Chaps no more, 


and throw between them all the Food thou haſt, they'll 
grindſche other. Where's Antony? | | 


Fro:, He's walking in the Garden thus; and ſpurns 


The Ruſh that lies before him, Cries, Fool Lepidus, 
And threats the Throat of that his Officer, 
| That murder'd Pompey. _ ns 


Eno. Our great Navy's rigg'd. 


Eros 
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Eros. For Italy and Cæſar: more Domitius, 
My Lord defires you preſently; my News. 


1 might have told hereafter, [ tony, 
Eno, 'Twill be naught, but let it be; bring me to An. 
Eros. Come, Sir. ee 


SCENE v. Rome. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, aud Mecænas. 


Cæſ. Contemning Rome he has done all this, and more, | 


In Alexandria; here's the matter of it: 

I'th' Market- Lice on a _Tribun. ! ſilver'd, 
Cleopatra and himſelf in Chairs of Gold 

Were publickly enthron'd ; at the Feet ſat 
Caeſario whom they call my Father's Son, 

And all the unlawful Iſſue, that their Luſt 
Since then hath made between them. Unto her 


e gave the ſtabliment of AÆgypt, made h er 
Ot lower Syria, Cyprus, Lydia, 


Abſolute Queen... 

1562 This in the publick Eye! 

„ I'th* common ſhew-place where they exerciſe, 

His * were there proclaim'd the Kings of Kings, 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia | 
He gave to Alexander; to Ptolemy he aflign'd 
Syria, Cilicia, and. Elan. She 
In the Habiliments of the Goddeſs Is 


That day, ee g and oft before gave Audience, 


As tis reported, fo, 
Mec, Let Rome be thus inform'd. 
Agr. Who queaſie with his Inſolence already, 
Wil) their good Thoughts call frem him. 
Cæſ. The People know it, 
And have now receiv'd his Accuſations, 
 _ Agr. Whom does he Accuſe? _ 
Caf. Ceſar, and that having, in Sicily 
Sextus Pompeius ſpoil'd, we had not rated him 
His Part o'th' Ifle, Then does he ſay, he lent me 


Some Shipping unreſtor'd. Laſtly he frets 


That L of the Triumvirate 


| Should 


ö 


C 
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Should be depos'd, and being, that we detain | 
All his Revenue, 
Agr. Sir, this ſhould be anſwer' d. | 
Cæſ. 'Tis done already, and his Meſſenger gone: : 
I told him Lepidus was grown too cruel, 
That he his bigh Authority abus'd, | 
Anddid deſerve his Chance, For what I have conquer d; 
I grant him Part; but then in his - voi Va _ 
And other of his ONES e 
Demand the like. | 
Mec. He'll never yield to that, 
Cæſ. Nor muſt not then be yielded to in i this; | 
| Enter Octavia with Attendams. | 
Oct. Hail Cæſar, and my Lord! hail, moſt dear Cæſar. 
Cæſ. That ever 1 ſhould call thee Caſt away. 
Oct, You have not call'd me ſo, nor have you cauſe, 
Cef Why haſt thou ſtoln upon me thus? yon came not 
Like Cæſar's Siſter; the Wife of Antony 
Should have an Army for an Uſher, and 
The neighs of Horſe, to tell of her Approach, 
Long ere ſhe did appear. The trees by th' way 
Should have born Men. and W one fainted 
Longing for what it had not. Nay, the Duſt 
Should have aſcended to the Roof of Heav'n, | 
Rais'd by your populous Troops : But you are come 
A Market-Maid to Rome, and have prevented 
The oftentation of our Love; which left unſhewn, 
Ie often left unlov'd; we ſhould have met you 
By Sea, and Land, ſupplying every Stage 
With an augmented Greeting, 
Oct. Good my Lord, 
To come thus was I not conftrain'd, but did it 
On my free Wi. My Lord, Mark Antony, 
Hearing that you prepar'd for War, acquainted 
My orieving Ear withal; whereon I begg'd 
His Pardon for return. 1 
Cæſ. Which ſoon he granted, 
wy an abſtracttween his Luſt and him. 
Oct, Do not ſay fo, my 15 d. 


5 Antony aud Cleopatra. 


Caf, I have Eyes upon him, 
And his Affairs come to me on the Wind: 
Whereis he now ? s 

Ceſ. No, my wol wronged Siſter; Cleopatra 


Hath nodded bim to her. He hath given his Empire 


Up to a Whore, who now are levying 
The Kings o'th' Earth for War. He hath aſſembled, 
Bochus he King of Lybia, Archilaus 5 
Of Cappadocia, Philadelpbus King 
Of Papblagonia; the Thracian King Adallas, 
King Malichus of Arabia, King of Pont, 
Herod of Fewry, Mithridates King 
Of Comagene, Polemen and Amintas, 
The King of Mede, and Lycaonia, 


With a more larger Liſt of Scepters. 


Oct. Ay me moſt wretched, 
That have my Heart parted en two „ F riends, 
| T8 do afflict each other, 
Caſ. Welcome hither; | 
Y our Letters did with-hold our breaking forth 
Till we. perceiv'd both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent Danger; cheer your Heart. 
Be you not troubled with the time which drives, 
Oer your Content; theſe ſtrong Neceſſities, 
But let determin'd things to Deſtiny 
Hold unbewail'd their way. Welcome to Rome : 3 
Nothing more dear to me. You are abus'd 
Beyond the Muk of Thought; and the high Gocs 
To do you Juſtice, make his Miniſters 
f us, = thoſe that love you, Be > of Comfort, 
And ever welcome to us. | 
Agr, Welcome Lidy. 
Mec. Welcome, dear Madam, 
Each Heart in Rome does love and pity you; 
Only th*adulterous Aptony, moſt large 
Jn his Abominations, turns you off, 
And pives his potent Regiment ro a Trul 
That Noſes it againſt us, 
OA. Is 1 * lo, SC? | 
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Ceſ. Moſt certain: Siſter, welcome; pray you 
Be ever known to patience, My dear'ſt Siſter, [Exe 


S E N R VI; Actium. 
Enter Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 


Cleo. T will be even with thee; da ubt it not. 
Eno. But why. why, why? 
Cleo. Thou haſt foreſpoke my beirg in theſe Warsz 

And ſay'ſt it is not fit. | 

Eno. Well; is it, 1: it? a 3 

Cleo. Is t not denounc'd againſt ws? why ſhould not we 
be there in Per ſon? | + 7 

Eno. Well, I could reply; if we ſhould ſerve with Horſe 
| and Mares tcgether, the Horſe were merely luſt; the 

Mares would bear a Soldier and his Horſe. 

| Cle, What is't you fay? 

Eno. Your Preſence needs muſt puzzle Antony. 
Take from his Heart, take from his Brain, take from's Tine 
What ſhou'd not then be ſpar'd. He is already 
Traduc'd for Levity, and 'tis ſaid in Rowe, 

That Photinus an Eunuch, and your Maids, 
Manage this War.  — 
Cleo. Sink Rome, and their Tongues rot 

.S That ſpeak againſt us. A charge we bear i'th' War 

And as the Preſident of my Kingdom will 

| Appear there for a Man. Speak nor apainſt it, 

Iwill not ſtay behind. | 

Enter Antony and Canidius, 
Eno. Nay I have done, here comes the Emperor. 
Ant. Is it not ſtrange, Canidius, . | 
That from Tarentum, and Brunduſium, 

He could ſo quickly cut th' Ionian Sea, — 
And take in Toryne? You have heard on't, Sweet? 
| Cleo, Celerity is never more admir'd 

| Than by the Negligent, 

| _ - nt. A good Renare, EE. 

| Which might have well becom u the beſt of Mea 
To taunt a Slackneſs. Canidius, we | 
Will fight with bim by Sea. 
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Cleo, By Sea, what elſe ? 

Can. Why will my Lord do fo ? 

Ant. For that he dares us to't. 

Eno. So hath my Lord dar'd bim to ſingle fight, 

Can, Ay, and to wage his Battle at Pharſalia. 
Where Cæſar fought with Pompey. But theſe Offers, 


Which ſerve not for his Vantage, he ſhakes off, 


And ſo ſhould you. 

Eno. Your Ships are not well Mann'd, 
Tour Mariners are Muliters, Reapers, People 
Ingroſt by ſwift Impreſs, In Cæſar's Fleet 
Are thoſe that often have gainſt Pompey fought, 
Their Ships are yare, yours heavy: No diſgrace 
Shall fall you for refuſing him at Sea, 


Being prepar'd for Land. 


Ant. By Sea, by Sea. Ss | 
Eno. Moſt worthy Sir, you therein throw away 
The abſolute Soldierſhip you have by Land, 


Diſtract your Army, which doth moſt conſiſt 


Ot War-mark'd Footmen, leave unexecuted 


Your own renowned Knowledge, quite forego 


The way which promiſes Aſſurance, and 


Give up your ſelf merely to chance and hazard, 


Ant. I'll fight at Sea. 


Cleo. I have ſixty Sails, Ceſar none better. 


Ant. Our overplus of Shipping will we burn, 
And with the reſt full-mann'd, fromth'H.eart of: 4&jum, 


6. 


tear the approaching Ceſar, But if we fail, 


We then can do't at Land. T9 
Emer a Meſſenger. 
Thy Buſineſs ? | | 


% 


Meſ. The News is true, my Lord, he is deſcried, 
Cæſar has taken Toryne, _ N Ter 
Ant. Can he be there in Perſon? *Tis impoſſible. 


oy Strange, that his Power ſhould be ſo. Canidius, 


Our nineteen Legions thou ſhalt hold by Land, 
And our twelve thouſand - Horſe,  We'll:to our Ship; 
Away, my Theta os: 5 e 

| | nn” Enter 
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Enter à Soldier. 
How now, worthy Soldier? 
Sold. Oh Noble Emperor, do not fight by Sea, 
Truſt not ro rotten Planks: Do you miſdoubt 


This Sword, and theſe my Wounds? let th” Agyptians 


And the Phanigians go a Ducking: we 
Have us'd to Conquer ſtanding on the Earth, 
And fighting foot to foot. 
Ant. Well, well, away. [ Exe. Ant. Cleo and Enob. 
Seid. By Hercules I think 1 am th? right. 
Can. Soldier thou art: but the whole Action grows 
Not in the power on't: ſo our Leaders lead, 
And we are Womens Men. 
Sold. You keep by Land 
The Legions and the Horſe whole, do you not ? 
Ven. Marcus Octavius, Alarcus TFiiſtins, 
Publicola, and Celius, are for Sea: 
But we keep whole by Land. This ſpeed of Ci/ar's 
Carries beyond belief, 
Sold, While he was yet in Rome 
His Power went out in ſuch diſtraQions, 
As beguil'd all Spies. | 
Can. Who's his Lieutenant, hear you? 
Sold. They fay, one Torus, 
Can. Well, I know the Man. 
Enter a Meſſenger, 


Meſ. The Emperor calls Canidius. forth | 


Can, With News the Time's in Labour, RY 
Each minute, ſome. 


Enter Cæſar with his 3 warching. 
Caf. Torus ? | 
Tor. My Lord. | (Butle 
Caſ. Strike not by Land. Keep whole, provoke not 
*Till we have done at Sea. Do not exceed 
The Preſcript of this Scroul : Our Fortune lies 


[E xeun* 


Upon this jump. [Exit. 


Enter Antony, and e Yr OY 
Ant. Set we our Squadrons on yond ſide o'th' Hill, 


In Eye of Ceſar's Battle, from which place 


We may the number of the "Oe behold, 
G 3 And 
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54 Antony 1 Cleopatra. 
And ſo proceed accordingly. 3 [Exit, 


Canidius marching with his Land Army one way over the 


Stage, and Torus the Lieutenant of Cæſar the other way: 
after their going in, is heard the noiſe of a Sea-fight. en 
Enter Enobarbus. 


Eno. Naught, naught, all naught, I can behold no lovger; 
Mantoniad, The Zgyptian Admiral, 
With all their fixty fly, and turn the Rudder: 
To ſec't, mine Eyes are blafted. 
Euter Scarus, 
Scar. Gods, and Goddefles, all the whole Synod of them?! 
Eno. What's thy Paſſion ? 
| Scar, The greater Cantle of the World is loft 
With very ignorance, we have kiſs d . 


f Kingdoms and Ptovinces. - 


Eno. How appears the Fight? 

Scar, On our fide like the Token'd peſtilence, 
Where Death is fure. Your ribauld Nag of & po; 
(Whom Leproſy o'cr,) ii}? very midſt o'th* fehr, 


When Vantage like a pair of Twins 2ppear'd 


Both of the fame, or rather ours the Elder; 
The Breeze upon her, like a Cow | in n,. 


Hoiſts Sails, and flies. 


Eno. That 1 beheld- | 
Mine Eyes did ſicken at the 6 abt, and could: not 


Indure a further view. 


Scar: She once being looft ; 


The noble ruin of her Mapick, Antony, | 
Clops on his Sea-wing, and like a 12 alard. 


Leaving the Bight in heighth, flies after 

I never ſaw an Action of ſuch ſhame; 

Experience, Manhood, . RET before, 

Dig violate ſo it ſelf. | 
Eno. Alack, alack. he | 

Enter Cinidius. 

Cav. Our Fortune on the Sea is out of breath, 


And links moſt lementably. Had our Generzl 


Bren what he knew himſelf, it had: gone Nell: 


Oh he has given example for our flight, 


Moſt grcfly by bis own, a 


Antony aud Cleopatra. 55 
Eno, Ay, are you thereabouts? Why then goodnight indeed. 


Ean. Toward Peloponneſns are they fled. 

Scar. Tis eaſy to't. 
And there I will attend what further comes. 

Can, To Ceſar will I render 
My Legions and my Horſe, fix Kings already 
Shew me the way of yielding. 

Eno. I'll yet follow 
The wounded chance of Antony, ad my Reaſon 
Sits in the Wind againſt me. 

Enter Antony with Attendants, 

Ant. Hark, the Land bids me tread no more upsn't, 
It is aſhaw'd to bear me. Friends, come hither, 
I am fo kted in the World, that 1 | 
Have loſt my way for ever, I have a Ship _ 
Laden with Gold, take that, divide it; fly, 
And make your peace with Ceſar. 
Omnes. Fly! Not we. 


Ant. | have fled my ſelf, and have inſtructed Cowards 
To. run, and ſhew their Shoulders. Friends, be gone, 


1 have my ſelf refolv'd upon a courſe, 

Which has no need-of you. Be gone, 

My Treaſure's in the Harbour. Take it —— Ob, 

I follow'd that I blufh to look upon, 

My very Hairs do mutiny ; for the white 

Reprove the brown for raſhneſs, and they them 
For fear, and doating. Friends, be gone, you ſhall 
Have Letters from me to ſome Friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you look not ſad, 
Nor make replies of lothneſe; take the hint 


Which my Detpair proclaims, Let them be left 


Which leave themſelves. To the Sea-{ide ace 
1 will poſſeſs you of that Ship and Treaſure, 


Leaye me, I pray, alittle; pray you now = —— 
Nay, do ſo; for indeed I have loſt command, 5 
Therefore, I pray you —I'II ſee you by and by. [513 down, 


Enter Cleopatra, led by Charmian and Eros. 


Eros. Nay, gentle Madam, to him, corlore, bim. 5 


Iras. Do, moſt dear Queen. 
_ Char, Do? why, what elſe? 


7 "a 5 - Cho. 
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c6 Antony and Cleopatra. 
Cleo. Let me fit down; Oh Juno! 

Ant, No, no, no, no, no, 

Eros, See you here, Sir? 

Ant. Oh fie, fie, fie. 

Char. Madam. 

lras. Madam, Oh good Empreſs. 

Eros, Sir, Sir. h 

Ant. Yes, my Lord, yes; he at Philippi de 

His Sword een like a Dancer, while 1 ſtrook 
The lean and wrinkled Caſſius, and *twas I 
That the mad Brutus ended; he alone 
Dealt on Lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave ſquares of War; yet now—no matter — 

Cleo. Ah ſtand by. 

Eros. The Cue 3 the Queen 

Iras. Go to him, Madam, ſpeak to him, 

He is unqualited with very ſhame. 

Cleo. Well then, ſuſtain me: Oh! 5 
Eros. Moſt noble Sir, ariſe, the [Queen approaches, 
Her Head's declin'd, and Death will ſeize oy, but 

Your comfort makes the reſcue. 

Ant. I have offended 46s eng 3 
A moſt unnoble ſwerving - 15 

Eros. Sir, the Queen. | 

Ant. O whither haſt thou led me, Egypt ; ſee 3 

Now I convey my ſhame, out of thine Eyes, 
By looking back, on what I have left behind 
Stroy'd in diſhonour. 


1 Cleo. Oh, my Lord, my Lord; 21 
| Forgive my fearful Sails; I little e 4 
1.8 You would have followed, 1 
it Ant. Agypt, thou knew'ft too well, | 
| My Heart was to thy Rudder ty'd by th' firing, 
i And thou ſhould'ſt towe me after. O'er my Spi it J 
| te full Supremacy thou knew'ſt, and that 3 
it y beck might from the ang [9 of the Gods 7 
„ Cbmmand me. | / 
oClio. Oh, my pardon; 1 255 ? 
Ant. Now I mult. bY 1 8 
To the young Man ſend bumble lde! dodge f 1 


Aud 
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And palter in the ſſ ift of lowneſs, who | 
With half the bulk o'th' World play'd as I pleas'd, 
Making and marring Fortunes. You did know 
How much you were my Conqueror, and that 
My Sword, made weak by my Affection, would 
Obey it on all cauſe. 
Cleo. Pardon, pardon. 
Ant. Fall not a Tear, I fay, one of them rates 
All that is won and loſt: Give me a Kiſe, 
Even this repays. file 
e { nt our Schoolm ſter, is he come back? 
Love I am full of Lead; ſome Wine 
Within tkere, and our Viands : Fortune knows, 
We ſcorn her moſt, when moſt ſhe offers Blows, [ Exe. 


SCENE VI. Cæſars Camp. 
Euter Cæſar, Agrippa, Dolabella, Thidias, with others. 


Cæſ. Let him appear that's come from Antony. 
Know you him ? 5 | | | 
Dol. Ceſar, tis his Schoolmaſt*r, , 
An Argument that he is pluckt, when hither 
He ſends fo poor a Pinnion of his Wing, 
Which had ſuperfluous Kings for Meſſenger, 
Not many Moons gone by. 
Enter Ambaſſador from A tony. 

Ce}. Approach and ſpeak. 5 

nb. Such as I am, I come from Antor yr 
I was of late as petty to his ends, ö 
As is the Morn-dew on the Myrtle Leaf 
To bis grand Sea. N 

Cæſ. Be't ſo, declare thine Office. 

Amb. Lord of his Fortunes he ſalutes thee, and 
Requires to live in gt; which not granted 
He leſſens his Requeſts, and to thee ſues 
"To let him breath between the Heav'ns and Earth 
A private Man in Athens: this for him. 
Nex”, Cleopatra does confeſs thy Greatneſs; | 
Submits her to thy Might, and of thee craves, 
The Circle of the Prolomies for her Heirs, 

1 | 5 28 £ Ney 
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5 Antony aud Cleopatra 


Now hazarded to thy Grace. 


Ge ſ. For Antovy, 
I'bave no Ears to his, Requeſt. The Qzees;, 
Of Audience, nor De fire ſhall fail, ſo ſhe 
From Egypt drive her all-diſpraced Friend, 
Or take hit Life there, This, if ſhe perform, 


Sbe ſhall not ſue unheard, So to the both. 


Amb, Fortune purſye ther. 
Cæſ. Bring him thro' the Bands: ¶ Exit auler, 


Jo try thy Eloquence, now 'tis time, diſpatch, *. 
From Astouy win Cleopatra, [To Thidias. 


And in our Name, when ſhe requires, add more 
From thine invention, offers. Women are not 
To-their.beſt Fortunes ſttong; but Want will pe: jurs 
The ne'er touch'd Veſtal. Try thy Cunning Hidias, 
M:ke thige.own Edict for thy pains, which we. 
Will anſwer as a Law. 

 Thid., Ceſar, I go. | 

Cæſ. Obſerve _ Antony becomes his fliw, 
And - het thou thbir keſt his very . ſpeaks 


la every power that moves. 


Thi. Ceſar, FE Exeuni. 
8 C E N E VIII. Alexandria. 
Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, and Iras, 


Olas. What ſhall we do, Enobarb us: 

Eno. Think, and die. 

Clis. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this? 2 
Eno Antony only, that would make his Will 


Lord of his Reaſon. What though you fled 


From-tt.at great Face ef War, wholc ſcyeral rar 
Frighted each other 2: Why ſhould he follow? 
The:itch of his Affection ſhould not then 


Have nickt his Capt ais ſhip, at ſuch a point, 


W hen half to half, the World oppos'd, he being ; 
The, ineer queſtion, *Tis a.ſhame no lefs _ 
Than was his loſs, te courſe your fiying Flags. 
And leave his Navy g.zing.. 

Cho, Pritbee Peace. 


ENI 
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Enter Antony, with the Ambaſſader; 

Att. ls this his Anſwer?” 

Amb, Ay, my Lord. 

Ant. The Queen ſhall then have courteſe. 
So ſhe will yield us up. 

Amb. Ne ſays ſo. 

Ant. Let her know't. 

To the Boy Cæſar ſend this grizled Head, 
And he will fill hy Wiſhes to the brim, 
With Pri-.Cipalities, 

Cleo. That Head, my Lord? 3 

Ant. To him again, tell him he wears the Roſe 
Of Youth upon him; fron which, the World ſhould note 
Something piriicular; his Coyn. Ships, Legions, 

May be a Coward's, whoſe Miniſters would prevail 
Under the Service of a Child, as ſoon 

As 'th* Command of Caſar. I dare him thereſore 

To hiy his gay Compariſons apart, 

Ang anſwer me declin'd, Sword againſt Sword. 

Oer ſelves alone; I'il write it, follow me, [Exit Antony, 

Eno, Yes, I ke enopgh: bye-batteb'd Cafar will. 
Unſtate his Happineſs, and be Stag'd to th? ſhew | 
Againſt a Sworder, | fee Mens Judgments ate 
A parcel of their Fortunes, and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them 
To ſuffer a balke. That he ſhould dream, 

Knowing all Mezſures, the full Cæſar will 
Anſwer his Emptineſs; Ceſar thou haſt ſubdu'd 
His Judgment roo. 

Enter a Strvant, 

Ser. A Meſſenger from Cæſar. 

Cleo. Whar, no more Ceremony? See my Women; 
Againſt the blown Roſe may they ſtop their Noſe, 
That knee!'d unto the Bude. Admit him, Sir, 

Eo. Mine koneſty, and I, begin to ſquare; 

The Loyalty well held to Fools, does make 
Our Faith meer Folly: yet he that can endure 
To follow with Alegiance a fatl'n Lord, 

Do's conquer him that did his Maſtes co: er, 
And carus 3 2 i'th'. LPT: 


5 Cleo. Cæſar's Will. 


60 Antony and Cleopatra. 
| Enter Thidias. 


Thid. Hear it apart. | 
Cleo. None but Friends; ſay boldly. 
Ihid. So haply are they Friends to Antony. 
Eno. He needs as many, Sir, as Ceſar has; 
Or needs not us, If Cæſar pleaſe, our Maſter 
Will leap to be his Friend : For as you know, 
Whoſe he is, we are, and that is Cæſar's. treats 
Thid, So, Thus then thou moſt renown'd, 985 in- 


Not to conſider in what Caſe thou ſtand'ſt 
Further than he is Cæſar. 


Cleo. Go on, right Royal, | 3 

Thid. He knows that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear'd him. 

.. en CE od nr [ Ade, 

Thid. The Scars upon your Honour, therefore he 


Do's pity, as conſtrained Blemiſhes, . 


Not as deſerved. : | 
Cleo. He is a God, and knows what is moſt right, 


Mine Honour was not yielded, but conquer'd meerly. 


Eno. To be ſure of that, I will ask Antony. 
Sir, Sir, thou art ſo leaky 


That we muſt leave thee to thy ſinking, for 


Thy deareſt quit thee, | | [Exit Eno, 
Thid. Shall I ſay to Cæſar, by 

What you require of bim: for he partly begs 

To be defir'd to give. It much would pleaſe him, 

That of his Fortunes you would make a Staff 

To lean upon. But it would warm his Spirits, 


To hear from me you had left Aztony, lord. 


And put your ſelf under his Shroud the univerſal Land- 
Eteso. What's your Name? 1 8 
Thid. My Name is Thidias. 

Cleo. Moſt kind Meſſenger; 


Say to great Ceſar this in diſputation z 
1 kifs his conqu'ring Hand, Tell him, I am prompt 


To lay my Crown at's Feet, and there to kngel, 
Fell bim, that from his all-obeying Breath 
* hear the doom ) e... 


Thid, 


Thid. 'Tis your nobleſt Courſe: 

Wiſdom and Fortune combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, | 
No Chance may ſhake it, Give me Grace to lay 
My Duty on your Hand, | 

Cleo. Your Cæſar's Father oft, 

When he hath mus'd of taking Kingdoms in, 
Beſtow'd his Lips on that unworthy place, 


As it rain'd Kiſſes. 


Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 
Ant. Favours! by Jove that thunders. | 
[Seeing Thidias kiſs ber Hand, 
What art thou, Fellow? | 
| Thid, One that but performs 
The bidding of the fulleſt Man, and worthieſt 
To have Command obey d. ee 


Eno. Lou will be whipp'd. Devils? 


Ant. Approach there — ah you Kite! Now Gods and 

Authority melts from me of late. When Icry'd hoa! 
Like Boys unto a Muſs, Kings would ſtart forth, 
And cry Your Will. Have you no Ears? 


lam Antony yet. Take hence this Jack and whip him, 


Enter a Servant. | 
Eno. "Tis better playing with a Lion's Whelp, 

Than with an old one dying. | 

Ant. Moon and Stars! 
Whip him: were twenty of the greateſt Tributaries 
That do acknowledge Cæſar, mould I find them 
So ſawcy with the Hand of ſhe here, what's her Name 
Since ſhe was Cleopatra — Whip him, Fellows —— 
'Till like a Boy you ſee him cringe his Face, 
And whine aloud for Mercy. Take him hence, 

| Thid, Mark Antony 
Ant. Tug him away; being whipt, 
| Bring him again, the Jack of Ceſar's ſhall 


Bear us an Errand to him. {[Exeunt with Thidias| 


You were half blaſted ere I knew you : Ha! 

Have I my Pillow left unpreſt in Rome, 

| Forborn the getting of a lawful Race, 
And by a Gem of Women, to be abus d 
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By one that looks on Feeders?. 


Cleo. Good, my Lord | 4 Fo, 
Ant. You have been a Aer ever, 1 


But when we in our Viciouſneſs grew hard, 


Oh miſery on't, the wiſe Gods ſeal our Eyes 
In our own filth, drop our clear Judgments, make us 
Adore our. Errors, laugh at's while we ſtrut 
To our Confuſion, 

Cleo, Oh, is' come to this? 

Ant. I found you as a Morſel, cold upon 
Dead Ce/ar's Trencher: Nay, you were a Fragment. 


Of Cneius Pompey's, be ſiles what hotter Hours 


Unregiſtred in vulgar Fame you have 
Luxuriouſly pickt out. For I am fue, 


Though you can gueſs what Te: nperance ſhou'd be, 
You know not What it is. 


Cle. Wherefore is this? 
Ant. To let x Fellow thit will take Ri wards, 


Aid fay, God quit yeu, be familiar with | 


My Play-feilow, your Hand; this Kingly Sea, 
And phgh'er of high Hearts! —- O that 1 were 
Upon the Ii of Bafan, to out- roar 


Tze horned Herd, for J have Savage Cauſe, 


And to proclaim it civilly, were like 
A halter'd Neck, which does the Hangman thank 


For — yare »bout him. Is he whip? 


Enter a Servant with T hidias. 
Str. Soundly, my Lord. 
Ani. Cry'd he? and begg'd a pardon? 
Ser. Hc did ask Favour. 
Ant. that thy Father live, let him toon | 
Thou wait not made his Daughter; and be thou ſorry-- 


To follow Cefar in his Triumph, fince 


Thou haſt been whipp'd, for following him. Hencetorth 
The white Hand of a Lady Feaver thee, 

Shake. to look on't, Go get thee back to Cefar, 

Tell: him thy Eutertainment: look thou ſay, 


Pe make me angry with him. For be ſeems 


Proud and diſdainful, harping on what Jam, 
Not What he knew I was, He makes me angry, 8 


And 
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Antony and Cleopatra. 63 
And at this time moſt eafie tis to do't : 
When my good Stais/ thit were my former guides, 1 
Have empty let their Orbs, and ſhot their Fijes, INE: 9 
Into the Abiſm of Hell: If hemil: ke 8 10 
My Speech, asd what is done, tell him he 8 4 
Hiparchus, my enfenebed B an, whom © 1 
He ay at ple ſure whip, or bang or tor ure, bt 
As he ſhall k, ro quir me. Urge erica $1 
Hence with, tripes. ber gn. (ert 5 
Cleo. Have Lou cone ye: 
Au. Alick, our. Terreae>Moon is now V E. rd. 
And it Nn alone the Falk of e 
Cl.o muſt itay his im. 
Ant, Toflitrer Ceſar. would you mingle rye. 
With ore bat ties lus Points? 
Cleo. N know me yet?! 
Art Cod hearred toward me? 
Cleo. Ah Derr, if l be ſo: 
From my cola Hart let Heav'n ingender Hail, 
Ard pain it in the Source, ar d rhe firſt Stone 
Drop in my Neck; as it cerermines, to 
Dic loe my Life; the next Ceſario ſmite, 
Till by degrees the Memory of wy Womb, 
Together with my brave Zgyprians all, 
By the ciſc.crering of this pelleted ſtorm, 
Lie Graveleſs, till the Flies and Gone of I 
Have |-uriea. them tor Prey. 
Ast. 1-5m ſatisfies: SE. 
'Cafar ſets down in Alexandria, where 
I w.li op; ofe-his Fite. Our Force by Land 
Hath nvbiy tel, and ſever'd Navy too | 
Have knit Ein, and Flca-, threat'ning moſt Sea-like. 1 
Where hait thou been, my Heart? doſt thou hear, Lady? \1 
If from h Field 1 ſhall return once more 
Fo kiſs theſ Lips, I will appear in Blood, 1 
I, and 9 ñ＋. «Sword, will earn ay Chrodice, - 4 
Ther s hope in't yer. vj 
Cleo. That's my btave Lord. 14 
Art. 1 Wall. be trcble- ine wed, hearted, brea- b . 
Aud hgh . for when, mine Hours 
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Were nice and lucky, Men did ranſom Lives 
Of me for Jeſts; but now, Vl] ſet my Teeth, 


And ſend to Darkneſs all that ſtop me. Come, 


Let's have one other gaudy Night: Call to me 

All my ſad Captains, fill our Bowls; once more 
Let's mock the Midnight Bell. 

w Cleo, It is my Birth-da 

I bad thought t'haye held | it poor, But ſince my Lord 


Is Antony again, I will be Cleopatra. 


Ant, We will yet do well. 
Cleo. Call all his noble Captains to my Lord, 


Ant. Do ſo, we'll ſpeak to them, and to Night I' force 


The Wine peep through their Scars. Come on my Queen, 
There's ſap in't yet. The next time I do fight 
I'll make Death love me: for I will contend 


Even with his Peſtilent Scythe, [Exeunt, | 
Eno. Now he'll outſtare the Lightning ;to be furious 
1s to be frighted out of Fear, and in that Mood 1 


The Dove will peck the Eftridge ; and I ſee ſtill 


A diminution in our Captain's Brain 

| Reſtores his Heart; When Valour preys on Reaſon, 
It eats the Swords it fights with: I will ſeek 

Some way t0 leave him, | 1 Exit 
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ACT IV. SCENE. J. 
SCENE | Caſar's Camp. 


Enter Czar, Agrippa, ay Mecænas with his Army. 
Cæſar reading a Letter. 


9 E calls me Boy, and chides as he had Power | 


To beat me out of Ægypt. My Meſſenger 


He hath whipt with Rods, dares me to Perſonal Com- 
Ceſar to Antony, Let the old Ruffian know (bat, 


I have many other ways to die: mean time 


Laugh at this Challenge. 


Mec. e muſt think, 


When 
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When one ſo great begins to rage, he's hunted 


Even to falling. Give him no Breath, but now 
Make boot of his Diſtraction: Never Anger 


Made good Guard for it felf, 


Cæſ. Let our beſt Heads Know, 
That to Morrow the laſt of Battels 
We mean to fight. Within our Files there are, 


Ot thoſe that ſerv'd Mark Antony but late, 

Enough to fetch him in. See it done, 

And feaſt the Army, we have ſtore to do' , 
And they have earn'd the waſte. Poor Antony! | Exeunt, 


SCENE II. Alexandria. 


| Enter Antony and Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmian, 


Iras, Alexas, with others. 
Ant. He will not fight with me, Domitius. 
En0, No. 
Ant. Why ſhould he not? 
Eno, Hethinks, being twenty t times of better Fortune, 
He is twenty Men to one. 
Ant. To Morrow, Soldier, 


By Sea and Land I'll fight: or 1 will live, 
Or bathe my dying Honour in the Blood, 
Shall make it live again, Woo't thou fight well? 


Eno. I'll ftrike, and cry, take all. 
Ant, Well ſaid, come on: | 
Call forth my Houſhold Servants, let's to Night 
Enter Servants, 
Be hannteous at our Meal. Give me thy Hand, 
Thou haſt been rightly honeſt, ſo haſt thou, 


And thou, and thou, and thou: you have ſery'd me well, 


And Kings have been your Fellows; 
Cleo. What means this? 
Eno. Tis one of thoſe odd Tricks which Sorrow ſhoots 
Out of the Mind. 
Ant, And thou art honeſt too: | 
I wiſh I could be made ſo many Men, 
And all of you clapt up together, in 


An Antony, that tt do you Service, 30 
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So good as you have done. | 
Omnes. The Gods for bid! | 
Ant. Well, my good Fellows, wait on me to Nigbt; 
Scant not my Cups, and make as much of me 
As when mine Empire was Jour: Fellow too, 8 
1 And ſuffered my command. 5 | | 
1 Cleo. What does he mean? | 
LE Exo. To make his Followers weep. 
11 Ant. Tend me to Night; 
1 May be it is the period of your Duty, 
Haply you ſhall not fee me more, or if, 
A mangled Shadow, Perchance to Morrow, 
You'll ſerve another Maſter. I look on you, Be 
As one that takes his leave. Mine honeſt Friends, Hogs 
1 turn you not away, but like a Maſter 
Married to your good Service, ſtay till Death: 
Tend me to Night two Hours, I ask no mom, 


And the Gods yield you for't, 1 N 
Eno. What mean you, Sir. | 0 
. To give them this diſcomfort? Look, you weep. x 


| kad I, an Aſs, am Onion-cy'd; for ſhame, 
Trantform us not to Women. 
Ant. Ho, ho, bo- 
Yom the witch take me, if 1 meant it thus. 
Grace grow. where thoſe drops fall; my hearty Friende, - 1 
You taxe me in too dolorous a ſenſe ; | 
For .1 ſpake to you for your Comfort, did defire you 
To burn this Night with Torches: know my Hearts, 
J hope well of to-Morrow, and will lead you, 


un Where rather ll expect victorious Life, 

f Than Death, and Honour. Let's to Supper, come, 
Mas. drown Conſideration, _ _ [Exermt, 

8 Enter a. Company of Soldiers. 

TH 11 Sold. Brother, good Night: To Morrow is the Day. 


2 Sold, It will determIlne one way: Fare you well. 
Heard you of nothing ſtrange about the S:reers ? 
1: Sold, Nothing. what News? 
2 Sold. Belike tis but a Rumour, good Night you, 
1. Sold, Well, Sir, « HT Night. 
[Ty meet with other Soldiers. 
2 Sold. 
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2 Sold. Soldiers, have careful Watch, 
1 Sold. And you, Good Night, good Night. | 
[They place themſelves in every corner of the Stage: 
2 Sold, Here we; and if to Morrow | 
Our Navy thrive, I have an abſolute hope 
Our Landmen will ſtand up. 
1 Sold, *Tis a brave Army, and full of Purpoſe? 
[Muſick of the Hanrboys is under the Stage, 
2 Sold. Peace, what Noife? 
1 Sold, Lift, liſt ! 
2 Sold. Hark! 
1 Sold. Muſick ith? Air. 
3 Sold. Under the Earth. 
11 ſings well, do's it not? 
2 Sold. No. | 
1 Sold. Peace I fay: what fhould this mean? 
2 Sold. Tis the god Hercules, who loved Antony, 
Now leaves him. | 
Sold, Walk, let's ſee if other Wa.chmen 
Do bear whit we dd : oi 
2 Sold, How now, Maſters? [Speak together: 
Omnes, How now? how now? do you bear this? 
Si Is't not ſtrange? 
3 Sold. Do you hear, M ſters? Do you bear? 
1 Sold. Follow the, noi ſo far as we have u en, 


| Pere ſee how it will give 7-7 


Oranes. Content: *tis ſtrange. | 52 ¶ Exeunt. 
9+ 2" © Antony and Cleopatra, wi with others, x 
Ant: Eroz, mine Armour, Eres. | 
Cleo, Sleep a little. 3 
Ant, No, my, Chuck : Hros, come, mine Armour. Ern 
e e e 
Gadd. my good Fellow, put thy Iron on: 
tf Fortune be pot ours to Day, it is 
Becauſe wer brave her. Come. 
Cleo. Nay, I'll help too, Antony. 
What's this for 7 Ah, let be, let be, thou art 
The Armourer- of my Heart; Falſe, falſe; This this, | 
Sooth-law 1 il no "Thus it muſt be. mY, 
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Ant. Well, well, we ſhall thrive now. 
Seeſt thou, my good Fellow, Go put on thy Defences, 

Eno. Briefly, Sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 
Ant. Rarely, rarely: | 
He that unbuckles this, till we do pleaſe. 
To dof 't for our Repoſe, ſhall heara Storm. 
Thou fumbleſt, E#os, and my Queen's a Squire 
More tight at this; Diſpatch. O Love, 
That thou couldſt ſee my Wars to Day, and knew'ſt 
The Royal Occupation, thou ſhouldft ſee 
A Workman in't. 
Enter an armed Soldier. 

| Good Morrow to thee, welcome, 

Thou look'ſt like him that knows a warlike Charge: 
To Buſineſs that we love, we riſe betime, 
And go to't with delight, 

Sold. A thouſand, Sir, | | | 
Early though't be, have on their Rivitted trim © 
And at the Port expect you. ¶ Shout. Trumpets fourth, 
| Enter Captains and Soldiers. 

Cap. The Morn is fair ; $08 Werden General. 
All, Good Morrow, General, | 
Ant. Tis well blown, Lad. 


1 3 


This Morning like the Spirit of a Youth be 5 4 — 


That means to be of Note, begins betimes. 
So, ſo; Come give me that, what e'er becomes of me 
Fare thee well, Dame, what e'er becomes of me, 
This is a Soldiec's kiſs : rebukeable, 
And worthy ſhameful Check it were, to ſtand _ 
On more Mechanick Compliment, I'll leave thee, 
Now, like a Man of Steel. You that wil fight, 
Follow me cloſe, I'll bring you to't: Adieu. ¶ Exeunt. 
Char. Pleaſe you to retire to your E ber 2 ? 
Cleo, Lead me:: 
He goes forth gallantly : that he and Ceſar GUI 
— Determine this great War in ſingle Fight; 
Then Antony  butnow —— Well on. [Exeuns 


Trumpets ſound. Enter Antony and Eros. 
Eros, The Gods make this a pf 27 to Antony. 


Ant. 
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Ant. Would thou, and thoſe thy Scars had once pre- 
To make me fight at Land. (vail. d 
| Eros, H adſt thou done ſo, 
The Kings that have revolted, and, the Soldier 
That has This Morning left thee, would have ell 
Followed thy Heels, 

Ant, Who's gone this Morning? 

Eros. Who? one ever near thee. Call for Enobarbus, 
He ſhill not hear thee, or from Cæſar's Camp 
Say, I am none of thine. 

Ant. What ſay'ſt thou ? 
| Sold. Sir, he is with Ceſar. 

FE xos. Sir, his Cheſts and Treaſure he has not with bin 
Ant. Is he gone? 
Sold. Moſt certain. | | 
Ant. Go, Eros, ſend his Treaſure after, do it, 

Detain no jot, 1 charge thee : write to him, 

1 will ſubſcribe, gentle Adieus, and Greetings: 
Say, that I wiſh he never find more Cauſe 
To change a Maſter. Oh my Fortunes have 
Corrupted honeſt Men. Diſpatch, Eros. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11, Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter Cæſar, Agrippa, with Enobarbus, and. Dolabella. 


Cæſ. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the Figit: 
Our Will is Antony be took _ 
Make it fo known. 
Agr. Ceſar, | | ſhall, 
Cæſ. The time of univerſal Peace is near; 


Prove this a proſp'rous Day, the three-nook'd World 


Shall bear the Olive freely. 
Enter 4 NMeſſenger. 
Mi Antony is come into the Field. 
Cæſ. Go charge Agrippa, f 

Plant thoſe that have revolted in the Van, 
That Antony may ſeem to ſpend his Fury 
I pon himſelf. [ Exeunt. 
no. Alexas doth revolt, and went to Jewry on 
Affairs of Antony ; there did perſuade 1 

reat 
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Great Herod to incline himſelf to Ceſar, 
And leave his Maſter Antony. For this pains 
Ceſar hath hang'd him: Canidius and the reſt 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable Truſt : I have done ill, 
Of which I do accuſe my ſelf lo ſorely, 
That I wall 3 Joy no more. 

Enter a Soldier of Celar! 5. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony) : 
Hath after thee ſent all thy Treaſure, with 
His Bounty over-plus. The Meſſenger | 
Came on my Guard, and at t thy Tony? is now 
Unloading of his Mules. | 

Ens. | give it you. | Er 
Sold. Mock not, Enobarbus. Fl 
I tell you true: Beſt you fee ſafe the Bringer 
Out of the Hoaft: I muſt attend mine Office, 
Or would have don't my ſelf. Your Emperor 
Continues ſtill a Fove, 

Eno. I am alone the Villain of the Earth, 
And feel I am ſo muſt, Oh Antony, 

Thou Mine of Bounty, how wouldlt thou have paid | 
My better Service, when my Turpitude 

Thou doft ſo crown with Gold. This bows my Heart; 
In ſwift Thought break it not, a ſwifted mean 
Shall out-ftrike Thought; but Thought will do't, I feel, 
J fight againſt thee! —— No, I will go ſeek 
Some Ditch, whare I may ag the tub beſt fits 
My latter part of Life. 


8 o E NE w. Before fie Walls of Alexaneria, 


Alarum. Drums and Trumpets. Enter Agrippa. 
| Agr. Retire, we have engig'd our ſelves too far: 
| | Ciſar himſelf has Work, and our Oppreſſion 
| Exceeds what we expected. 
Alarum. Enter Antony, and Scarus wounded, 

Scar. O my brave Emperor, this is fought indeed, 
Had we done ſo at firſt, we tad droven them home 
With Clouts abouts 2 their Hend. 

Aut. 
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[Exit 
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Ant. Thou bleed'ſt apace. 
Scar. I had a Wound here that was like a * 5 


Zut now *tis made an H. 


Ant. Fhey do retire. | 
Scar. We'll beat em into erg I have yet 


Room for fix ſcotches more. 


Enter Eros, 
Eros. They are beaten, Sir, and our Advantage ferve 


| For a fair Victory. 


Scar. 'Let us ſcore their Backs, 


And ſnatch em up, as we take Hares behind, 
| 'Tis ſport to maul a Runner. 


Ant, I will reward thee 


| Once for thy fprightly Comfort, and ten-fold 
For thy good Valour. Come thee on. 
Scar. VII halt after. [ Exeunts 


Alarum. Enter Antony again in a March, Scarus with 


SST | Non | 
Ant, We have beat him to his Camp; run one before; 


And let the Queen know of our Gueſts; to morrow 
Before the Sun iſnall ſee's, we'll ſpill the Blood 
That has to day eſcap'd, I thank you al}, 
For doughty handed are you, and have fought 
Not as you ſery'd the Cauſe, but as't had been 
Eich Man's like mine; you have fhewn all Hectors. 
Enter the City, clip your Wives, your Friends, 
Tell them your Feats, whilſt they with joyful Tears 
| Waſh the congęalment from your Wounds, and kiſs. 
| The honour'd gaſhes whole, Give me thy Hand. [To Scarus. 


Enter Cleopatra. 


To this great Faiery I'll commend thy acts, 3 
Make her Thanks bleſs thee, O thou day o'th' World, 
Chain mine arm'd Neck, leap thou, Attire and all, 


| Through proof of Harneſs to my Heart, and there. 
Ride on the Pants triumphing. 


Cleo. Lord of Lords, 


Ih infinite Virtue, com'ſt thou ſmiling from 
be World's great Snare uncaught ? 


Aut. My Nightingale, 


We have beat them to their Beds, What, Girl, though grey 
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Do ſomething mingle with our younger brown, yet 
A Brain that nouriſhes.our Nerves, and can {[ha'we 
Get gole for gole of Youth, Behold this Man, 
Commend unto his Lips thy ſavouring Hand, 
Kiſs it my Warrior: He hath fought to Day, 
As if a God in hate of Mankind had E 
Deſtroyed in ſuch a Shape. 

Cleo. VI give thee, Friend. 
An Armour all of Gold; it was a King's. 

Ant. He has deſerv'd it, were it Carbunkled 
Like holy Phœbus Car. Give me thy Hand, 
Through Alexandria make a jolly March, 

Bear our hackt Targets, like the Men that owe them: 
Had our great Palace the capacity ; 

To camp this Hoaſt, we all would. ſup together, 
And drink Carowſes to the next Day's Fate 

Which promiſes: Royal Peril, Trumpeters 

With brazen din blaft you the Cities ear, 

Make mingle with our. rattling Tabourines, [gether, 
That Heav'n and; Earth may ſtrike. their ſounds to- 


Applauding our Approach. DEE Exeunt. 


SCENE V. Cæſar' Camp. 


Enter a. Century, and his Company, Enobarbus follows 
Cent. If we be not reliev'd within this Hour, 
We maſt return to th! Court of Guard; the Night 
In _ and they ſay, we ſhalll'embattel _ 
By th' ſecond Hour i'th* Morn. e 
I Watch, This laſt Day was a ſhrewd one to's, 
Eno. Oh bear me witneſs, Night. „ 
2 Watch, What Man is this? 
I Watch. Stand cloſe, and liſt him. 
Eno. Be witneſs to me, O thou bleſſed Moon, 
When Men revolted ſhall upon Record 
Bear hateful Memory; poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy Face repent. | 
Cent. Enobarbus? | 
3 Watch, Peace; hark further. 
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That Life, a very Rebel to my Will, 
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Eno. Oh Sovereign Miſtreſs of true Melancholy, 
The poiſonous Damp of Night diſpunge upon me, 
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May hang no longer on me. Throw my Heart 
Againſt the flint and hardnefs of my Fault, 
Which being dried with Grief, will break to Powder, 
And finiſh all foul Thoughts. Oh Antony, 

Nobler than my Revolt is infamous, 

Forgive me.in thine own Particular, 

But let the World rank me in Regiſter 


A Maſter-leaver, and a Fugitive: 


Oh Antony! Oh Antony ! Dies. 
1 Watch, Let's ſpeak to him. 
Cent. Let's hear him, for the things he ſpeaks 
May concern Ceſar. | 
2 Watch, Let's do ſo, but he ſleeps. 
Cent. Swoons rather, for ſo bad a Prayer as his 
Was never yet for ſleep. 
i Watch. Go we to him. 
2 Watch. Awake, Sir, awake, ſpeak to us. 
Ii Hatch. Hear you, Sir? 
Cent. The Hand of Death harh Gage hiw. 
Drums afar off. 
Hark how the Drums demurely wake the Sleepers: 
Let us bear him to th' Court of Guard; he | is of note, 
Our Hour is fully out. 


4 Watch, Come on then, he may recover yet. [Exeunt; 


SCENE VI. Between the two Camps. 


Enter Antony, and Scarus, with their Army. 


Ant. Their Preparation is to-day by Sea, 
We pleaſe them not by Land. 

Scar. For both, my Lord. 

Ant. J would they'd fight i'th Fire, or in the Air, 
We'd fight there too. But this it is, our Foot 
Upon the Hills adjoining to the City 
Shall ſtay with us. Order for Sea is given, 

They have put forth the Haven, further on, 
Where their Appointment we may belt diſcover, | 
And look on their Endeavour. I Exeane. 
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Enter Cæſar, and his Army. 

Cer But being charg'd, we will be {ill by Land, 

Which as I take't we ſhall ; for his beſt force 

Is forth to man his Gallies, To the Vales, 

And hold our beſt Advantage. [ Exeunt. 

[ Aarum afar off, as at a Sea-fight. 
Enter Antony and Scarus. 
Ant. Vet they are not join'd: 
Where yond Pine ſtands, I ſhall diſcover all. 


I bring thee word ſtraight, how tis like to go. [ Exit. | 


Scar. Swallows have built 
In Cleopatra's Sails their Neſts. The Auguries 
Say, they know not — they cannot tell look grimly, 
And dare not {peak their Knowledge. Antony 
1s valiant, and dejected, and by tarts, 
His fretted Fortunes give him Hope and Fear 
Of what he has, and has not. | © LEM, 


SCENE V0. Aland 
Enter Antony. 


Ant. Alb is loſt! 
This foul Ægyptian hath vetray d me! 
My Fleet hath yielded to the Foe, and yonder, 
\ They caſt their Caps up, and carouſe together 
Like Friends long loſt, Triple-turn'd Whore ! tis the 
Haſt fold me to this Novice, and my Heart 
Makes only Wars on thee. Bid them all fly 
For when JI am reveng'd upon my Charm, 
I have done all. Bid them all fly, be gone 
Oh Sun, thy upriſe I ſhall ſee no more: 
Fortune and Antony part here, even here 
Do we ſhake Hands—— All come to this'—-The Fear: 
That pannel'd me & Heels, to wh: tom I gave 

Their Wiſhes, do dif candy, melt their Sweets 
On bloſſoming Ceſar: And this Pine is bark'd, 
That over-topt them all. Betray'd 1 am. 

Oh this falſe Sou! of At! this grave Charm. 
Whoſe Eye beck'd forth my Wars, and call'd chem home 
Whoſe Boſom was my Crownet, my chief End, 


Li ke 
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Like a right Gipſie, hath at faſt and looſe 
B:guil'd me, to the very Heart of lots. 
What Eros, Eros | | 
Enter Cleopatra. 
Ah, thou Spell! Avant! | | 

Cleo. Why is my Lord enrag'd againſt his Love? 

Ant. Vaniſh, or I ſhall give thee thy deſerving, 
And blemiſh Cæſar's Triumph. Let him take tice, 
And hoiſt thee up to th' ſhouting Plebeians; | 
Follow his Chariot, like the greateſt Spot 
Of all thy Sex. Moſt Monſter like be ſhewn 
For poor'ſt Diminutives, for Dolte; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy Vilage up 
With her prepared Nails. Tis wel thou'rt gone, 
| Exit Cleopꝛtra 
If it be well to live. But better twere 
Thou felt into my Fury, for one Death 
Might have prevented many. Eros, hoa! 
Tae Shirt of Neſus is upon me; teach me, 
Acides, thou mine Anceſtor, thy Rage: 
Let me lodge Licas on the Horns o'th' Moon, 
And with thoſe Hands that glaſpt the heavieſt Ciub, 
Subdue my worthielt ſelf. The Witch ſhall die; 
To the Young Roman Boy ſhe hath fold me, and 1 f. 
Under his Plot: She dies for't. Eros, hoa! Exit. 
Enter Cleopatra, Chairman, Iras, and Mardian. 
Cleo. Help me, my Women! Oh he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his Shield, the Boar of Theſſaly 
Was never ſo imboſt. | 

Char. To th' Monument, there lock your ſelf, 
And ſend him Word you're dead: 
The Soul and Body rive not more in parting, 
Than Greatneſs going oft. 

Cleo. To th' Monument; 1 
Mardian, go tell him I have ſlain my $f, 
Say, that the laſt 1 ſpoke was Antony 
And word it, prithee, pitiouſly. Hence, Aſard'an, 
And bring me how he takes my Death to th Monament. 


Exeunt. 
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SCENE VIII. Cleopatra's Palace. 


Enter Antony and Eros. 


Ant. Eros, thou yet behold'ſt me? 
| Eros. Ay, noble Lord. 
j Ant. Sometime we ſee a Cloud that's Dragoniſh, 
A Vapour ſometime, like a Bear, or Lion, 
1 A tower'd Cittadel, a pendant Rock, 
; A forked Mountain, or blue Promontory 
i With Trees upon't, that nod unto the World, 
And mock our Eyes with Air. Thou haſt ſeen theſe Signs, 
i They are black Veſper's Pageants. 
Eros. Ay, my Lord. 
Ant. That which is now a Horſe, even with a Thought 
The Rack diſlimns, and makes it t indiſtinct 
As Warer is in Water. 
Eros. It does, my Lord. N 
Ant. My good Knave, Eros, now thy Captain is 
Even ſuch a Body; here I am Antony, 
Vet cannot hold this viſible Shape, my Knave. 
I made theſe Wars for Zgypr, and the Queen, 
Whoſe Heart I thought I had, for ſhe had mine; 
Which whilſt it was mine, had annext untu'r 
A million more, now loſt ; ſhe, Eros, bas 
Packt Cards with Ceſar, and falſe plaid my Glory 
Unto an Enemy's Triumph. 
Nay, weep not, gentle Eros, there is left us 
Ts; ſelves to end our ſelves. Oh the vile Lady! 
| Enter M irdian. 
She has robb'd me of my Sword. 
Mar. No, Antony, 
My Miſtreſs lov'd thee, and her Fortunes mi ingled 
With thine intirely, | 
Ant. Hence, ſaucy Eunuch, Peace, ſhe hath betray'd 
And ſhe ſhall die the Death. (me, 
Mar. Death of one Perſon can be 7054 but once, 
And that ſhe has diſcharg d. What thou Would'ſt do, 
1s done unto thy Hand; the laſt ſhe ſpake 
Was Antony! moſt noble Antony ! 
Chen in the midſt atearing Groan did break 
The Name of Antony; It was divided 


Between 
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Between her Heart and Lips; ſhe rendred Life 
Thy Name ſo buried in her. 

Ant. Dead then? 

Mar. Dead. | 

Ant. Unarm me, Eros, the long Day's task is done, 
And we muſt ſleep; that thou depart'ſt hence ſafe 
Does pay thy Labour richiy ; go. Oh, pluck off 

[Exit Mardian. 
The ſeven-fold Shield of 4jax cannot keep 
The battery from my Heart. Oh cleave my ſides. 
Heart, once be ſtronger than thy Continent, [Unarming 


| Crack thy frail Caſe. Apace, Eros, a pace, himſelf 


No more a Soldier 


bruiſed pieces go, 


You have been nobly born; from me a while. Exit Eros. 


I will o'er-take thee, Cleopatra, and 
Weep for my pardon. So it muſt be, for now 
Ail length is Torture; ſince the Torch is our, 
Lie down and ſtay no further. Now all labour 
Marrs what it does, yea, very force entangles 
Itſelf with ſtrength; ſeal then and all is done. 
Eros I come, my Queen Eros! Stay for me, 
Where Souls do coych on Flowers, we'll Hand in Hand, 
And with our ſprightly Port make the Gholts gaze; 
Dido and her Æneas ſhall want Troops, 
And all the haunt be ours. Come, Eros, Eros“ 
Enter Eros. 
Eros. What would my Lord ? 
Ant, Since Cleopatra died, 

J have liv'd in ſuch diſhonour, that the Gods 

Deteſt my Baſeneſs. I, that with my Sword 
Quarter'd the World, and o'er green Neptune's Back 
With Ships, made Cities, condemn my ſelf, to lack 
The Courage of a Woman; leſs noble-minded 
Than ſhe which, by her Death, our Ceſar tells, 

I am Conqueror of myſelf. Thou art (worn, Eros, 
That when the exigent ſhould come, which now. 
Is come indeed, when 1 ſhould fee behind me 

Th' inevitable Proſecution of Diſgrace 
And Horrour, that on my command, thou then 
Wouldſt kill me. Do't, the time is come: 
Thou ſtrik'ſt not me, till Cæſar thou defeat ſt. 


Put colour in 27 Cheek. 3 Eres. | 
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Eros, The Gods wit h-hold me, 
Shall I do that which all the Parthian Darts, 
Though Enemy, loſt aim, and could not? 
Ant. Eros, 
Wouldſt thou be window'd in great Rome, and fre 
Thy Maſter thus with pleacht Arms, bending down 
His corrigible Neck, his Face ſubdu'd 
To penetrative Shame: whilſt the wheel'd ſeat 
Of fortunate Ceſar drawn before him, branded 
His baſeneſs that enſued? | 
Eros. I would not ſec't. 
Ant. Come then; for with a Wound I muſt be cur'd, 


Draw that thy honeſt Sword which thou haſt worn 


Moſt uſeful for thy Country. 
Eros. Oh, Sir, pardon me. | 
Ant. When I did make thee free, ſwor'ſt thou not thea 
To do this when I bad thee? Do it at once, 
Or thy precedent Services are all 
But accidents unpurpos'd. Draw, and come. 
Eros. Turn from me then that noble Countenance, 
Wherein the Worſhip of the whole World lies. 
Am. Lo thee. | e him. 
Eros. My Sword is drawn. | 
Ant, Then let it do at once 


The thing why thou haſt drawn it. 


Ercs. My dear Miſter, 

My Caprain, and my Emperor. Let me ſay, 
Before 1 ftrike this bloody ſtroke, farewel. 

Ant. Tis faid, Man, and farewel. 

Eros. Farewel, grcat Chief, Shall I ſtrike now ? 

Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Why there then [Eros kills himſelf. 
Thus I do cicape the Sor: ow of _ s Death, 
Ant. Thiice nobler than myſeif, | 
Thou teacheſt me, oh valiant Eros, what „ 

I ſhould, and thou could'ſt not; my Queen and Er05 


Hare by their brave Iuſtruction got upon me 
A nobleneſs in Record. But I will be 
A Bridegroom in my Death, and run into't 


As to a Lover's Bed. Come then, and Eros | 
Thy Maſter dies thy Scholar ;to do thusſ Falling on hi: Sword. 
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| learnt of thee. How, not dead? not dead. 
The Guard— how !——oh diſpatch me. 
Enter Decretas and Guard, 
i Guard, What's the noiſe ? 
Ant. 1 have done my Work ill, Friends: 

O make an end of what I have begun. | 
2 Guard. The Star is faln. | 1 
Guard. And time is at his Period. j 
All. Alas, and woe! 

Ant. Let him that loves me, ſtrike me dead; 

1 Guard, Not J. 

2 Gard. Not J. 

3 Guard. Nor any one, Exeune. 

Dec. Thy Death and Fortunes bid thy Followers fly. 
Th.s Sword but ſhewn to Ceſar with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Where's Antony? 

Dec. There, Diomed, there. 

Dio. Lives he? wilt thou not anſwer, Man? 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed? Draw thy Sword, ard 
give me | — 

Sufficing Strokes for Death. 

Dio. Moſt abſolute Lord, CY 

My Miſtreſs Cleopatra ſent me to thee. 

Ant. When did ſhe ſend thee? . 
Dio, ated my Lord. 4 
Ant. Where is ſhe? -j 
Dio. Locktin her Monument. She had a propheſy ying "Hoe 

Of what hath come to paſs; for when ſhe ſaw, 

Which never ſhall be found, you did ſuſpedt 4 

She had diſpos'd with Cæſar, and that your Rage "2 

Would not be purg'd, he ſent you word ſhe wasdead : 

But feariag ſince how it might work, hath ſent 

Me to proclaim the Truth, and lam come, | h 

] dread, too late. i 
Ant. Too late, good Diomed; call my Guard, I prithee. i 
Dio. What hoa! the Emperor's Guard, 

The Guard, what hoa! Come, your Lord calls, 

Enter the Guard, 
Ant. Bear me, good Friends, where Cleopatra bides, i 

'Tis the laſt Service that 1 thall command you, 3 


— 


ee 


Should conquer Antony, but woe tis ſo. 
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Guard. Woe! woe are we, Sir! you may not live to 
All your true Followers out. (wear 

All. Moſt heavy day! 

Ant. Nay, good my Fellows, do not pleaſe ſharp Fate 
To grace it with your Sorrows. Bid that welcome 


Which comes to puniſh us, and we puniſh it 


Seeming to bear it lightly. Take me up, 
1 have led you oft, carry me now, good Friends, 
And have my thanks for all, ¶ Exeunt bearing Antony. 


—__— N a 
— 


nt 
SCENE A Mapnificent Monument, 


— 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras, above. 


Glso. 4 H Charmian, I will never go from hence. 


| Char. Be comforted, dear Madam, 
Cleo. No, I will not: „ 
All ſtrange and terrible Events are welcome, 
But Comforts we deſpiſe; our ſize ef Sorrow 
Proportion'd to our cauſe, muſt be as great 


As that which makes it. 
| Enter Diomedes. 


How now? Is he dead? 


Dio. His Death's upon him, but not dead. 


Look out o'th' other fide your Monument, 


His Guard have brought him hither. 
Enter Antony, born by the Guard. 


Cleo. O Sun, 1 1 
Burn the great Sphere thou mov'ſt in, darkling ſtand 


The varying Shore o th World. O Antony / Antony! Antony 


Help Charmian, help Iras, help; help, Friends, 


Below, let's draw him hither. 


Ant. Peace. 5 | 
Not Caſar's Valour hath o'er-thrown Antony, 


But Antony hath triumph'd on himſelf. 


Cleo. So it ſhould be, that none but Antony 


Ant. 
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Ant. I am dying, Zgypt, dying; only 
here importune Death a while, until 
Of many thouſand Kiſſes the poor laſt 
I lay upon thy Lips. 

Cleo. I dare not, Dear, 

Dear my Lord, pardon: I dare not, 

Leſt I be taken: not th' imperious ſhew 
Of the full-fortun'd Ceſar, ever ſhall 

Be brooch'd with me; if Knife, Drugs, Serpents have 
Edge, Sting, or Operation, I am ſafe: 

Your Wife Octavia, with her modeſt Eyes, 

And ſtill concluſion, ſhall acquire no honour, 
Demuring upon me. But, come, come, Antony, 
Help me, my Women, we muſt draw thee up —— 
Aſſiſt, good Friends. 

Ant. Oh quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Hete's ſport indeed; how heavy weighs my 
Our Strength is all gone into heavinels, {[Lord! 
That makes the weight. Had I great Juno's Power, 
The ſtrong-wing'd Mercury ſhould fetch thee up, 

And {et thee by Yove's ſide. Vet comea little, 
Wiſhers were ever Fools. Oh come, come, come—— 

5 [ They draw Antony up to Cleopatra. 
And welcome, welcome. Die when thou haſt liy'd, 
Quicken with kiſſing; had my Lips that power, 

Thus would I wear thera out. | 

All. Oh heavy fight! 

Ant. 1 am dying, Egypt, dying. 
Give me ſome Wine, and let me ſpeak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me ſpeak, and let me rail ſo high, 

That the falſe Huſwife, Fortune, break her Wheel, 
Provok d by my Offence. 

Ant. One word, ſweet Queen. 
Of Cæſar ſeek your Honour, with your Safety - Oh 

Cleo. They do not go together. 

Ant. Gentle, hear me, 

None about Cefar truſt, but Proruleins. 

Cleo. My Reſolution, and my Hands, LI truſt, 
None about Cefar, f . 

A.. The miſerable change now at my End, 
Jan ent nor ſorrow at: But pleaſe your Thoughts 
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I can no more 


And does the meaneſt Chares. It were for me 


To tell them that this World did equal theirs, 
Till they had ſton our Jewel. All's but nought; 
Patience is fottiſh, and Impatience does 
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In feeding them with thoſe my former Fortunes, 
Wherein I liv'd. The greateſt Prince o'th' World, 
The nobleſt once; Sad now not baſely die, 

Nor cowardly, put off my Helmet to 


My Countryman. A Roman, by a Roman 


Valiantly vanquiſt' d. Now my Spirit is going 
Antony die, 


Cleo Nobieſt of Men woot dic? 
Haſt thou no care of me? ſhall I abide 
In this dull World, which in thy Abſence is 
No better than a Stye? O ſec, my Women! 
The Crown o'th'Earth doth melt - MV Lord 


Oh wither'd is the Garland of the War, 


The Soldiers Pole is fai/'n; Young Boys and Girls 
Are level now with Men; the odds is gone, 
And there is nothing left remarkable, 
Beneath the viſt: ing Moon, 
Char. On quis *tneis, Lady. 
Jras. She's dead too, our Severeig Zn. 
har. Lady. 
Jras. Madam. 
Char. Oh Madam, Madam, 61 
Iras. Royal Egypt! Empreſs! 
Char. Peace, peace, Iras. | 
Cleo. No more but a meer Woman, and commanded 
By ſuch poor Paiſion, as the Maid that milks, 


[ She ſaints. 


To throw my Scepter at tt injurious Gods, 


Become a Dog that's mad: Then is it Sin, ; 
To ruſh into the ſc er Houſe of Death, 

Ere Death dare come to us? How do ye, Women? 
What, what good cheer? why how now, Charmian 4 
My noble Girls? — Ah, Women, Women! Look, 
Our Lamp is ſpent, it's out — Good Sirs, take Heart, | 
We'll bury him: And then what's brave, what's noble, 
Let's do't after the high Roman Faſhion, 

And make Neath proud to take us. Come, aways 
This cate of tha nage uit u now is cold. 


| Ab, | 
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Ab, Women, Women! Come, we have no Friend, 
But Reſolution, and the briefeſt End. | 
Exeunt, bearing off Antony's Boch. 


SCENE VII. Cæſar's Camp. 


Enter Czfar, Agrippa, Dolabeila, and Menas. 
Cæſ. Go to him, Dolavella, bid him yield, 
Being ſo fruſtrate, tell him, 
He mocks the pauſes that he makes. 
Dol. Cæſar, I ſhall. 
Euter Degretas with the Sword of Antony. 
Ce/. Wherefore is that? and what art thou that dat ft 
: Appear thus to us? 
Dec. Lam called Decretas. 
Mark Antony I ſerv'd, who beſt was worthy 
Beſt to be ſervd; whilſt he ſtood up, and ſpoke, 
lle was my Maſter, and I wore my Life 
To ſpend upon his Haters. If thou pleaſe 
To take me to thee; as I was to him, | 
q be ro Cæſar: If thou pleaſeſt not, 
1 yield thee up my Life. 
Cæſ. What is't thou ſayeſt? 
Dec. I ſay, Oh Cal, Antony is dead. 
Cæſ. The breaking of ſo great a thing, ſhould make 
A greater Crack. The round World 
Should have ſhook Lions into civil Streets, 
And Citizens to their Dens. The Death of ny. 
ls not a fingle Doom, in the Name lay 
i moicty of the World. 
Dec. He is dead, Caſar, 
Not by a publick Miniſter of Juſtice, _ 
Nor by a hired Knife: but that ſelf-hand 
Which writ his Honour in the Acts it did, 
Hath with the Courage which the Heart did lend i: 
Splitted the Heart. This is his Sword, | 
i robb'd his Wound of it: Behold it Rain d 
With his moft noble Blood 
Caſ. Look you, fad Friends, 
The Gods rebuke me, but it is a Tiding 
To wall the Eyes of Kings, 


Dol. 
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Dol. And ftrange it is, 
The Nature muſt compel us to lament 
Our moſt per ſiſted Deeds. 
Men. His Taints and Honours weigh'd equal i in him. 
Dol. A rarer Spirit never 
Did ſteer Humanity; but you Gods will give us 
Some Faults to make us Men. Cæſar is touch'd. 
Men. When ſuch a ſpacious Mirror's {et before him, 
Te 2 muſt ſee himſelf. 
O Antony! / | 
I r followed thee to this, but we do launch 
Diſeaſes'in our Bodies. I muſt perforce 
Have ſhewn to thee ſuch a declining Day, 
Or look on thine; we could not ſtall together, 
In the whole World. But yet let me lament 
With Tears as ſovereign as the Blood of Hearts, 
That thou my Brother, my Competitor, 
In top of all Deſign, my Mate in Empire, 
Friend and Companion in the Front of War, 
The Armof mine own Body, and the Heart 
Where mine his Thoughts did kindle; that our Stars 
_ Unreconcilable, ſhould divide our Equalneſs to this. 
Hear me, good Friends, 
But J will tell you at ſome meeter Seaſon 
The Buſineſs of this Man looks out of him, 
We Il hear kim what he ſays. Whenceare you ? 
Enter an Ægyptian. 
EY yt. A poor Ægyptian yet; the Queen my M iſtreſs 
Conn 'd in all ſhe has, her Monument, | 
Of thy Intents, deſires Inſtruction, 
That ſhe preparedly may frame her ſelf 
To th' way ſhe's forc'd to. 
Cef. Bid her have good Heart, 
She ſoon ſhall know of us, by ſome of ours, 
How honourable, and how kindly we 
Determine for her. For Ceſar cannot live to be ungentle, 
Agybt. The Gods preſerve thee. Exit. 
Cæſ. Come hither, Proculeius, go and ſay 
We purpoſe her no Shame: give her what Comforts 
Phe Quality of her Paſſion ſhall require; 
Leſt in her greatne ſs, * ome mortal Stroke 


She 
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She do defeat us: For her Life in Rome 

Would be eternal in our triumph. Go, 

And with your ſpeedieſt bring us What ſhe ſays, 

And how you find of her. 
Pro. Cæſar, I ſhall. | [ Exit Proculeius, 


Cæſ. Gallus, go you along; where's Dolabella, to ſe- 
cond Proculeius? 


All. Dolabella. 


Cæſ. Let him alone; for I remember now 
How he's employ'd : He ſhall in time beready, 
Go with me to my Tent, where you ſhall ſee 
How hardly I was drawn into this War, 
How calm and gentle I proceeded till 
Inall my Writings. Go with me, and ſee 
What I can ſhew in this. | Exeunt. 


SCE N E VIII. The Monument. 


Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, Mardian, and Seleucus. 
Cleo. My Deſolation does begin to make 
A better Life, 't is paltry to be Ceſar: 
Not being Fortune, he's but Fortune's Knave, 
A Miniſter of her Will; and it is great, 
To do that thing that ends all other Deeds. 
Which ſhackles Accidents, and bolts up Change, 
Which fleeps, and never palates more the Dung, | : 
The Beggar s Nurſe, and Ceſar's. f 
Enter Proculeius. 5 
Pro. Ceſar ſends greeting to the Queen of Egypt, | 
And bids thee ſtudy on what fair Demands 
Thou mean'ſt to have him grant thee. 
Cleo. What's thy Name? 
Pro. My Name is Proculeius. 
Cleo. Antony 
Did tell me of you, bad me truſt you; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv- d 
That have no uſe for truſting, If your Maſter 
— Would have a Queen his Beggar, you mult tell him, | 
That Majeſty, to keep decorum, muſt 
No leſs beg than a Kingdom: If he pleaſe 


To give me conquer'd Egypt tor * oe 
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He gives me ſo much of mine own, as 1 
Wil kneci to him with thanks. 
Pro. Be of good cheer: 
You're faln into a P Hand, fear nothing, 
Make your full reference freely to my Lord, 
Who is fo full of Grace, that it flows over 
On all that need. Let me report Oo him 
Your Wert dep: ndency, and you ſha't find 
A Conqueror that will pray in aid for kindneſs, 
Where he for Grace is kneel'd to. 
Cleo. Pray you tell him, 
| am his Fortune's Vaſſal, and I ſend him 
The Greatneſs he has got. I hourly learn 
A Doctrine of. Obedience, and would gladly 
Look him i'th' Face. | 
Pro. This Þ!l report, dear Lady, 
Have comfort, for I know your ps ght 1s pitied 
Of him that caus'd ir. 
Char. You ſee how eaſily ſhe may be 6 Mrprin' 
Guard her till Cæſar come. 
Iras, Royal Queen. 
Char. Oh Cleopatra, thou art taken, Queen. 
Cleo. Quick, quick, good Hands. 
Pro. Hold, worthy Lady, hold: 
Do not your ſelf ſuch wrong, who are in this 
Relieved, but not betray d. 


Cleo. What of Death too that rids our Dogs of languiſh? 


Pro. Cleopatra, do not abuſe my Maſter's Bounty, by 
Ti” undoing of your ſelf: Let the World ſee 
His Nobleneſs well acted, which your Death 
Will never let come forth. | 

Cleo. Where art thou, Death ? 


Come hither, come: Oh! Come, and take the Queen: 


Worth many Babes and Beggars. 
Fro. Oh temperance, Lady. 
Cleo. Sir, I will eat no Meat, I'll not drink, Sir: 


It idle Talk will once be neceſſary, 


[il not ſleep neither. This mortal Houſe IN ruin, 
Do Ceſar what he can. Know, Sir, that I 
Will not wait pinnion'd at your Maſter's Court, 


Not once to be chaſtis d with the ſober Eye 
Ot 
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Of dul! octavia. Shall they hoiſt me up, 
And ſhew me tothe ſhouting Variorry 
Ot cenjuring Rome? rather a : Ditch in erbt. 
But gentle Grave unto me: rather on Nitas' Mud 
Lay me ftark-nak'd, and let the Vater-Flies 
Blow me into abhorring : rather make 
My Country's high Prramides my Gibbet, 
And bang me up in Chains, 


Pro You do extend 


Theſe T noughis of i hort rot farthe r than you ſh. 


Find cad le ia C [ar 
| Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. Proculeius, 
What thou haft done, my Maſter Cæſar knows, 
And he hath ſent for thee: as for the Queen, 
Ph take her to my Guard. 
Pro, So, Dolabella, 
Tr ſhall content me beſt; be gentle to her 
To Ceſar 1 will ſpeak what you ſhal: picaie, 
It you'll employ me to him. Exit Procukeius. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. | 

Dol. Mott noble Empieſs, you have heard of me. 

Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Dol. Aſſuredly you know me. 

Cleo. No matter, Sir, what I have heard or known : 
You laugh when Boys or W omen tell their Dreams, 
Is't not your trick? 

Dol. I underſtand not, Madam. 

Cleo. I dreamt there vas an Emperor Antony; 

Oh ſuch another Sleep, that I might ſe 
But ſuch another Man. 
Dol, If it might pleaſe Your 
Cleo. His Face was as the Heav'ns, and therein ſtuck 


A Sun and Moon, which kept their Courie, and del 
The little o'th' Earth. | 
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Cleo. His Legs beſtrid the Ocean, his rear'd Arm 
Creſted the World: his Voice was propertied 
As all the tuned Spheres, and that to Friends: 
But when he meant to quail, and ſhake the Orb, 
He Was as rattling, * Thunder, For his Bounty, 


There 
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There was no Winter in't. An Antony it was, 
That grew the more by reaping: his Delights 
Were Dolphin like, they ſhew'd his Back above 
The Elements they liv'd in; In his Livery 


Walk'd Crowtis and Crownets: Realms and Iſlands 


As Plates dropt from his Pocket. 
Dol. Cleopatra 


Cleo. Think you there was, or might be ſuch a Man 


As this I dreamt of? 

Dol. Gentle Madam, no. 

Cleo. Youlye up to the hearing of the Gods; 
But if there be, or ever were one ſuch, 
It's paſt the ſize of dreaming: Nature wants tuff 
To vye ſtrange Forms with Fancy, yet t'imag ine 
An Antony were Nature's piece, Bain ſt Fancy, 
Condemning Shadows quite. 

Dol. Hear me, good Madam: 
Your Loſs is as your elf, great; and you bear it 
As anſwering to tne weight: would I migb never 
O'er-take purſu'd Succeſs, but I do feel 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that ſuits 

My very Heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, Sir, 
Know you what Ca/4r means to 1 with me? 


Dol. I am loth to tell you what I would you knew. 


Cleo. Nay, pray you, Sir. 

Dot. Though he be hongurable. 
Cleo. He'll lead me then in triumph. 
Dol. Madam, he will, 1 &now'r. 


Enter Cæſar, Gallus, Me-x 14 > oculeius and . | 


25 Make way e Caſar. 
Which is the Ogecn of Egypt ? 


- BE It is the Empa. 01 Madam, g Cleo. keels. 


Ceſ. Arife, you ſhall not NO! 
pray you riſe, ms. . 
Cleo. Sir, the Go: 1 * it thus, 

E Maſter and my Lord I muſt obey. 

Cæſ. Take to you no hard Thoughts, 

The Record of what Injuries you did us, 
Though written ia our Fleſh, we ſhall remember 
As things but done by chance, 55 


Cleo. 
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Cleo. Sole Sir o'th' World, 
1 cannot project mine own Cauſe ſo well 
To make it clear, but do confeſs I have 
Been laden with like Frailties, which before 
Have often ſham'd our Sex. 

Cæſ. Cleopatra, know, 
We will ex tenuate rather than inforce: 
If you apply your ſelf to our Intents, 
Which towards you are moſt gentle, you ſhall find 
A benefit in this Change; butif you ſeek 
To lay on me a Cructty, by taking 
Antony's Coui ſe, you ſhall bereave your ſelf 
Ot my good Purpoſes, and put your Children 
To that Deſtruction which Il guard them from, 
If thereon you rely. Ill take my leave. 

Cleo. And may through all the World: tis yours, and we 
Your Scutcheons, and your figns of Conqueſt ſhall 


| lang in what place you pleaſe. Here, my good Lord. 


Ce/. You ſhall adviſe me of all, Cleopatra. 
Cleo. This is the brief: of Mony, late, and 55 
I am poſſeſt of, tis exactly valued, 
Not petty things admitted. Where's Seleucus ? 
Sel. Here Madam. 
Cleo. This is my Treaſurer, let him ſpeak, my Lord, 
Upon his peril, that I have reſery'd 
To my ſelf nothing. Speak the truth, Seleucus. 
Sel. Madam, I had rather ſeal my Lips, 
Than to my peril ſpeak that which is nor. 
Cleo. What have I kept back? 
_ Sel. Enough to purchaſe what you have made known. 
Cæſ. Nay, bluſh not Cleopatra, I approve 
Your Wiſdom in the Deed. 
Cleo. Sec Ceſar! Oh behold, 
How Pomp is followed: mine will now be yours, 
And ſhould we ſhift Eſtates, yours would be mine. 
 Fhe ingratitude of this Seleucis does 
Ev'n make me wild. Oh Slave, of no more Truſt _ 
Than Love that's hir'd. What, goeſt thou back? thou ſhalt 
Go back, I warrant thee: but PI! catch thine Eyes 
Though they had Wings. Slave, Soul-lefs Villain, Dog, 
O rarely baſe. e 
Cal. 
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Cæſ. Good Queen, let us intreat you. | 
Cleo. O Cæſar, what a wounding Shame is this, 


That thou vouchſafing here to viſit me, 


Doing the honour of thy Lordlineſs 
To one fo meek, that mine own Servant ſhould 
Parcel the ſum of my Diſgraces, by 

Addition of his Envy ! Say, good Cæſar, 


That I ſome Lady-trifles have referv'd, 


Immoment Toys, things of ſuch Dignity 

As we preet modern Friends withal, and ſay 
Some Nobler Token I have kept apart 

For Livia and Octavia, to induce 

Their Mediation, muſt I be unfolded 

By one that I have bred? the Gods! it ſmites me 


Beneath the Fal;I have, Prithee go hence, 


Or J ſhall fhew the Cynders of my Spirits 
Through th' aſhes of my Chance: Wert thou a Man, 


Thou would'ſt have mercy on me. 


. Forbear, Selsse mn. 5 TY 
Cleo. Be it known, that we the greateſt are miſ-thought 
For things that others do; and when we fall, 


We anſwer others Merits, in our Names 


Are therefore to be pitied. 

Caf. Cleopatra, 1 78 = 5 
Nor what you have refery'd, nor what acknowledg'd 
Pur me th Roll of Conqueſt ſtill be't yours; 
Beſtow it at your pleaſur*, and believe 
Ce/ar's no Merchant to make prize with you 


Of things that Merchants ſold. Therefore be cheer d, 


Make not your Thoughts your Priſons: No, dear Queen, 
For we intend fo to diſpoſe you, as 


_ Your felf ſhall give us counſel : Feed, and ſleep. 


Our Care and Pity is ſo much upon you, 


That weremain your Friend, and ſo adieu. 


Cleo. My Maſter, and my Lord. 


Cæſ. Not ſo, Adieu. Exeunt Cæ ſar and his Train, 
Cleo. He words me, Girls, he words me, 98 
That I ſhould not be noble to my ſelf. 

But hark thee, Charmian. 5 


ras, Finiſh, good Lady, the bright Day is done, 
And we are for the dark, 


Cleo. 


Their moſt abſurd Intents. Now Char mi an, 
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Cleo. Hie thee again. 
J have ſpoke already, and it is provided, 
Go put it to the haſte, 
Char. Madam, 1 will. 
| Enter Do'aella, 
Dol. Where's the Queen ? 
Char. Behold, Sir. 
Cleo. Dolabella. | 
Dol. Madam, as thereto ſworn, by your command, 
Which my Love makes Religion to obey, 
I tell you this: Ceſar through Syria 
Intends his Journey, and within three Days, 
You with your Children will he {end before; 
Make your beſt uſe of this. I have pertorm'd 


Your Picaſure and my Promiſe, 


Cleo. Dolabella, 1 ſhall remain your Debtor. 

Dol. I your Servant. | N 
Adieu, good Queen, I muſt attend on Ceſar. Exit. 

Cleo. Fare wel, and thanks. Now, Iras, what think'ſt 
Thou, an Ægyptian Puppet, ſhalt be ſhewn (thou? 


In Rome as well as I ; Mechanick Slaves 


With greaſie Aprons, Rules, and Hammers, ſuall 
Uplift us to the view. In their thick Breaths, 
Rank of groſs Diet, ſhall we be enclouded, 
And forc'd to drink their Vapour. 
Iras. The Gods forbid. | | 
Cleo. Nay, 'tis moſt certain, Iras: ſawcy Liter 
Will catch at us like Strumpets, and ſcalld Rhimers 


Ballad us out a Tune. The quick Comedians 


Extemporally will ſtage us, and preſent 
Our Alexanarian Revels: Antony 
Shall be brought drunken forth, and I ſhall ſee 
Some ſpeaking Cleopatra Boy my Greatneſs 
I'th* poſture of a Whore, 1 
TIras, O the good Gods! 
Cleo. Nay, that's certain. 
Iras. I'll never ſee't; for am ſure my Nails 
Are ſtronger than mine Eyes. 
Cleo. Why that's the way 5 
To fool their Preparation, and to conquer 


Enter 
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| Enter Charmian. 
Shew me my Women like a Queen: Go fetch 

My belt Attires, I am again for Cidnus 

To meet Mark Antony. Sirrah Iras, go, 

Now noble Charmian we'll diſpatch indeed, 

And when thou haſt done this chare, I'll give thee lexve 
To play *cill Dooms-day : bring our Crown, and all. 


[ 4 noiſe within 
Wherefore this Noiſe? 
Enter a Guardſman. 
Guardſ. Here is a rural Fellow, 


That will nor be deny'd your Highnefs Preſence, 


He brings you Figs. | 
Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an Inſtrument 
| | Exit Guarelſinan. 


May do a noble Deed? He brings me Literty. 


My Reſolution's plac'd, and I have nothing 
Ot Woman in me; now from Head to Foot 


lam Marble conſtant: now the fleeting Moon 
No Planet is of mine. | [ 


Enter Guardſman, and Clown with a Basket, 
Guard, This is the Man. e 
Cleo. Avoid and leave him. [ Exit Guaradſmam. 

Haſt thou the pretty Worm of Nilus there, . 

That kills and pains not? 0 

Clown. Truly I have him: but 1 would not be the 

Party that ſhould deſire you to touch him, for his biting 

is immortal: thoſe that do die of it, do ſeldom or ne- 

ver recaver.. | 
Cleo. Remember'ft thou any that have dy'd on't? 


Clown. Very many Men and Women too. I heard of 
one of them no longer than Yeſterday, a very honeſt Wo- 


man, but ſomething given to lie, as a Woman ſhould not 
do, but in the way of Honeſty. How ſhe dy d of the bi- 
ting of it, what pain ſhe felt; truly, ſhe makes a very 


good report o'th Worm: but he that will believe all that 


they ſay, ſhall never be ſaved by half that they do: but 
this is moſt fallible, the Worm's an odd Worm 
Cleo. Get thee hence, farewel. 
Clown. I wiſh you all joy of the Worm. 
Cleo. Farewel. © -- ; 
| Clown, 
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Clown. You muſt think this, look you, that the Worm 
will do his kind. 


Cleo. Ay, ay, farewel. | 
Clown. Look you, the Worm is not to be truſted, but 


in the keeping of wiſe People, for indeed there is no 
goodnels in the Worm, 


Cleo. Take no care, it ſhall be heeded. 


Clow;z. Very good: give it nothing I pray you, for 
it is not v/©:th the feeding. 


lee. Wh i] t ear me? 


Clown. You muſt not think I am fo ſimple, but! know 
the Devil himie!t will not eat a Woman: I know, that a 
Woman is a Diſh for the Gods, if the Devil dreſs her not. 
But truly, theſe {ame whore-ſon Devils do the Gods 


great harm in their Women; for in 0 ten 1 that they | 
make, the Devils mar five. 


Cleo. Well, getthee gone, farewel, 
Clown. Ves forſooth, I wiſh you joy th Worm. ¶ Exit. 
Cleo. Give me my Robe, put on my Crown, I have 
Immortal longings in me. Now no more 
The juice of Ægypt's Grape ſhall moiſt his Lip. 
Vare, yare, good Iras, quick——methinks I hear 
Antony call, I ſee him rowſe himſelf 
To praiſe my noble Act. I hear him mock _ 
The luck of Ceſar, which the Gods give Men 
To excuſe their After- Wrath. Husband, I come; 
Now to that Name, my Courage prove my Title. 
I am Fire, and Air; my other Elements 
I give to baſer Life. So have you done? 
Come then, and take the laſt warmth of my Lips. 
Farewel kind Charmian, Iras, long fare wel. 
Applying the A 
Have I the Aſpick in my Lips? Dok 2 = Pp 
If thou and Nature can fo gently part, 

I The ſtroke of Death is as a Lover's Pinch ; 
Which hurts, and is deſir'd. Doſt thou lie till! ? 
If thus thou vanquiſheſt, thou tell'ſt the World 

It is not worth leave taking. | 
Char. Diſſolve thick Cloud and Rain, rat I may TR 
The Gods themſelves do weep. 

Cleo. This proves me baſe —? 
It ſhe approves the curled Antony, He'll 
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He'll make demand of her, and ſpend that Kiſs | 
Which is my Heav'n to have. Come thou mortal Wretch 
With thy ſharp Teeth this Knot intrinſicate 
Of Life at once untie : Poor venomous Fool, 

Be angry and diſpatch, Oh couldſt thou ſpeak, 
That I might hear thee call great Cæſar Aſs, unpolicied 
Char. Oh Eaſtern Star 
Cleo. Peace, peace ! 
Doſt thou not ſeemy Baby at my Breaſt, 
That ſucks the Nurſe aſleep ? 
Char. O break! O break! 
Cleo. As ſweet as Balm, as ſoft as Air, as gentle. 
O Antony ! Nay I will take thee too. 
What ſhould I ſtay — [Dies. 
Char. In this wild World ? ſo fare thee well : 
Now boaſt thee Death, in thy poſſeſſion lyes 
A Laſs unparallel d. Dovyny Windows cloſe, 
And Golden Phœbus never be beheld 
Of Eyes again ſo Royal: Your Crown's awry, 
Vil mend it, and then play 
Enter the Guard ruſhing is. 
1 Guard. Where's the Queen ? 
Char. Speak ſoftly, wake her not. 
2 Guard. Cæſar bath ſent | 
[Charmian and Iras apply the aſp. 
Char. Tooſlow a Meſſenger. 
Oh come apace, diſpatch, 1 partly feel thee. 
1 Guard. Approach ho! 
Albs not well. Cæſar's beguil'd. 


2 Guard. There's Dolabella ſent from Ceſar, call him. 


1 Guard. What work is here Charmian?lsthis well done? 
Char. It's well done, and fitting for a Princeſs 
Deſcended of ſo many Royal Kings. 
Ah Soldiers ! — [Charmian and Iras die. 
Enter Dolabella. 
Dol. How oes it here ? 
2 Guard, All dead. 
Dol. Cæſar, thy Thoughts 
Touch their Effects in this; thy fel a art coming 
To ſee per for m'd the dreaded Act Which thou 


So fought ſt to hinder, Ss 
Enter 


a. n 
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Enter Cæſar and Attendants. 
All. Make way there, make way for Ceſar. 


Dol. Oh, Sir, you are too ſure an Augurer ; 
That you did fear, is done. 


C4. Braveſt at the laſt. 
She levell'd at our Purpoſes, and being Royal 


Took her own way; the Manner of their Deat! ns? 
I do not ſee them bleed. 


Dol. Who was laſt with them? 


1 Guard. A ſimple Countryman, that brought her Figs: 


This was his Basket. 
Cæſ. Poifon'd then. 
Gent. Oh Caſar / 
This Charmian liv'd but now, ſhe ſtood and ſpake: 
I found her trimming up the Diadem. 
On her dead Miſtreſs tremblingly ſhe {tood, 
And on the ſudden dropt. 
Ce/. Oh noble Weakneſs! 
| if they had ſwaliow'd Poiſon, Fenk appear 
By external Swe ling; but ſhe looks like fl: cep, 
As ſhe would catch 6 861 Antony | 
In her ſtrong Toil of Grace. 
Dol. -Here on her Breaſt 
There is a vent of Blood, and ſomethinp bo. 
The like is on her Arm. 
1 Guard. This is an Aſpick's Trail. 
And theſe Fig- leaves have ſlime upon them, ſuch 
As th Aſp: ck leaves upon the Caves of Nile. 
Caf. Moſt probable 
That ſo: ſhe died; for her Phyſician tells me 
She hath purſu 'd Concluſions infinite 
Of eaſie ways to die. Take up her Bed, 
And bear her Women from the Monument, 
She ſhall be buried by her Antony. | 
No Grave upon the Earth ſhall clip in it 
A pair ſo famous. High Events as theſe 
Strike thoſe that make them; and their Story 15 
No leſs in Pity, than his Glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our Army ſhall, 
In ſolemn ſhew, attend this Funeral, 
And then to Rome: Come, Dolabella, ſee 


High Order in this great Solemnity. Exeunt omnes. 


FEIN I. S. 


THEREAS R. Walker, and 
V his Accomplices, have printed 
3 and publiſhed ſeveral of Shake- 
ſhear's Plays, and, to ſcreen their innu- 
merable Errors, advertiſe, that they are 
printed as they are acted; and indu- 
ſtriouſly report, that the ſaid Plays are 
printed from Copies made uſe of at the 
Theatres: I therefore declare, in Juſ- 
tice to the Proprietors, whoſe Right is 
baſely invaded, as well as in defence of 
my ſelf, that no Perſon ever had, di- 
rectly, or indirectly, from me any ſuch 
Copy or Copies; neither would I be ac- 
ceſſary, on any Account, to the impo- 
ſing on the Publick ſuch uſeleſs, pirated 
and maimed Editions, as are publiſhed 
by the ſaid R. Walker. 


W. CAE TwWOoOPp, 
Prompter to his Majeſty's 
Company of Comedians 

at the Theatre Royal 

Drury Lane. 


r , 
L - $4 +4 hs 
* 4 


1 7 8 4 
a * 4 * * 
1 £3 ea „ "3 5 s 
2 . + + 4 
: 5 4" * 393 ge 
[1 * 1 * * * 174 
? 6 * 0 , 442 & ts _ # 7 
« P « ** a 1 2 
r 
. FEE 


Lau 
” 7 a 1 9 4 
* 2 . 
* (C34) 5 


